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Thy power was owned in olden day, 
Which recognised thy potent sway 

O'er natures wild and rude; 
And deemed that Orpheus' magic skill 
Made beasts and rocks obey his will, 

And charmed the listening wood ; 
B 



POEMS. 



TO THE LYRE. 

Blest gift of Heaven^ whose numbers flow 
To heighten joy, or soften woe, 

Divinely breathing lyre! 
Illumining our earthly state. 
And chequered scenes of human fate, 

With softly beaming fire : 
By thee are aspirations given. 
With which the soul mounts nearer heaven, 

On Harmony's enchanted wings ; 
And feels her origin divine. 
Acknowledging thy voice a sign 

Of more than earthly things. 

Thy power was owned in olden day, 
Which recognised thy potent sway 

O'er natures wild and rude; 
And deemed that Orpheus' magic skill 
Made beasts and rocks obey his will, 

And charmed the listening wood; 



THE VOICES OF THE SEA. 

Such was thy praise in ages past; 
And still, as long as Time shall last, 

Shall live and sound thy notes sublime. 
To deck with blossoms Fancy's bowers, 
And grace Imagination's powers, 

Linked to the poet's rhyme. 

And as the traveller stoops to drink 
At a cool fountain's palmy brink, 

In some lone wilderness, 
The world-worn and the weary soul 
Submits to thy benign control. 

Thy power to soothe and bless. 
E'en Grief forgoes her wonted tears, 
Despondency forgets her fears. 

When listening to the voiceful lay, 
Which of thy shell resounding born, 
Like roses in a waste forlorn. 

Cheers life's uneven way. 



THE VOICES or THE SEA. 

I've heard the great sea, through the night, 
Raving with melancholy might, 
A giant huge, bereft of sight. 

I've heard him gently murmuring bliss. 
And seen him greet with loving kiss 
The shore that girds the vast abyss. 



He talketh early, talketh late, 
Of grief or joy, of love or hate ; 
Submissive or importunate. 



TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

No louder now his whispers swell 

Than sounds the hollow murmuring shell, 

Or faintly tinkling flowret's bell. 

But winds tempestuous o'er him fly, 
Ruffling his smooth tranquillity, 
And all his legion'd waves rise high ; 

And now he chides, and foams, and roars, 
And in a frenzied tumult pours 
His cataracts upon the shores. 



TO THE WIGHTIITGALE. 

O BIRD of love and song sublime, 
That lovest to ring thy thrilling chime 
In hedgerow arbours, when the shades 
Of eve are fallen on forest glades; 
And, like the shelter of the palm, 
Hangs overhead the sky's broad calm ; 
When glancing from the dusky blue 
The sudden stars come forth to view. 
Each glowing with his tiny spark. 
Like points of fire in ashes dark; 
Breathless I listen to the spell 
Of love, which thy deep heart befell. 
Told in those varying notes which give 
To Harmony new power to live ; 
Quick echoes of celestial things 
Which lie beyond our reasonings. 



THE RIVER TEIGN. 

A wide road gently curved ; a lea ; 
Thy chamber cool of minstrelsy, — 
A leafy bower ; — these have a share 
In memory for thy chanting there. 



THE RIVER TEIGN. 

From the blue restless waters of the sea, 
Which wear a semblance of Infinity, 
A vessel comes, and with the risen tide 
In the full river lays her brine-washed side. 
So might I haven find, and no more rove 
In the uncertain wilderness of love, 
But say to Fortune and to Hope, 'Farewell, 
No longer weave for me your flattering spell.' 
How fair the banks on either hand appear. 
Clad in the richest verdure of the year; 
How trim the fields, sprinkled with yellow flowers 
Of crowfoot flourishing in May's sweet hours. 
Along the hedges rows of elms are seen, 
And cattle browsing their tall ranks between ; 
The villa white looks out from shubbery neat. 
Where rank and opulence have made their seat ; 
And oft amid green meadows is revealed 
The ruddy richness of the late-ploughed field ; 
And furze and hawthorn, perfumed with delight, 
Paint the low hedgy mounds with gold and white. 
There a fair grove extends its leafy charm, 
Here nestles the grey homestead of a farm. 
But farther up, the river seems to end. 
Where the long valley takes a sudden bend; 



THE RIVER TEIGN. 5 

And hills that softly kiss the distant sky 

Are this fair prospect's utmost boundary, 

Where all the green and yellower colours fade, 

At distance, into misty purple shade. 

Lo ! mirrored in the water broad and deep. 

Like dreams which haunt the mystic halls of sleep. 

Are images of houses, rocks, and trees, 

Which flicker with the wavering of the breeze: 

And a dark vessel's hull of giant size 

Within the flood, a vast reflection, lies. 

More stable than most restless thoughts which find 

No settled harbour in the human mind ; 

Illusive less than many a fickle plan 

Which agitates the teeming brain of man. 

Ascend the stream, through many a watery turn, 
To where the River-god's unfailing urn 
Pours forth a scanty rivulet which grows 
And gathers volume as it onward flows : 
Bearing along its tributary waves, 
Green bounteous meads with silent lapse it laves ; 
Or deviates from the tenor of its way. 
To turn a wheel, as if in frolic play. 
And with a wider surface brightly shines 
Above the rampire which its course confines. 
Now 'neath a canopy of boughs it sleeps ; 
Under a bridge with gentle noise now creeps; 
Until at length it meets the briny tide, 
And widens with a channel amplified, 
Where to and fro the chan^ul waters strain, 
As ebbs or flows the ever-rolling main. 



ARCADIA. 



SONG. 



Soft winds are murmuring in a grove 
Of firs, which grace the steep hill-side 

With pillared ranks: here Pan might love 
With Oreads to abide. 

I view from this high woodland seat, 
A verdant vale, a silvery stream ; 

And charmed with such seclusion sweet. 
Dream a bright summer dream. 

Fair Nature's loveliest spirit haunts 
This scene, where honeysuckles twine ; 

Where heathbells bloom, and foxglove flaunts. 
And yellow furze-flowers shine. 



ARCADIA. 

O'er Arcady morn waves her purple wing. 
Now beautiful with summer garlanding : 
Returning light illumes the lofty tops 
Of her steep mountains ; myriad diamond drops 
Are glittering on the verdant pasture grass, 
Where, chance, a dew-bedabbled hare may pass, 
Or deer light-bounding ; whilst in thicket deep 
Wild boars and wolves their coverts guarded keep. 
Lo ! old Lycseus' brow is bathed in light. 
While yet the valley slumbers out of sight 
Of the sun's radiant eye ; but soon awake 
Shrill quires of birds in every bush and brake ; 



ARCADIA. 7 

The mists upcurl along the upland's slope, 

And nightly-folded flowers their petals ope; 

And freshly glows the beauty and the grace 

Of Arcady, the shepherd's dwelling-place. 

Forth wander over plains the woolly flocks, 

Or stray amid the shrub-encinctured rocks. 

The fig-tree, and the olive, and the vine 

Full-leaved appear; and, lo, the quiet sign 

Of rural dwelling, spiry wreaths of smoke 

Distinct above dense groves of beech and oak. 

The river's windings distantly are seen, 

Like streaks of silver on the champaign green. 

Red roses breathe sweet odour in the vale ; 

An odour dying on the passing gale ; 

And Flora scatters far and wide her flowers. 

And decks with blossoms fair her cherished bowers. 

Full oft the shepherd swain, thrice happy man 
Who lives amid the pastoral realms of Pan, 
And glades, where uncouth Satyrs love to sport, 
And sylvan Fauns, and Wood-nymphs shy resort, 
Beneath o'erarching boughs his music trills 
On reedy pipe, forgetful of all ills ; 
And melodies perchance his mind engage, 
Linked to some legend of the golden age ; 
His fleecy sheep around him gathered lie: 
Perchance he pipes, in rustic rivalry. 
Alternate with another swain ; a third 
Sits near, by whom their harmonies are heard, 
And merits tried ; to one he gives the prize, 
A wooden bowl carved with some quaint device ; 
Or Iamb, or kid, the loser's forfeit stake ; 
Then they discourse, till lengthening shadows break 



HYACINTHUS. 

Their social talk, warning the shepherd men, 
Ere nightfall, in safe fold their sheep to pen : 
This task completed, they to supper hie. 
While Vesper's lamp ,hangs in the dusky sky. 

HYACIITTHUS. 

Upon the Amyclaean plain. 

In Sparta's war-renowned domain. 

Young Hyacinthus stood, 
Unheedful all of dangerous risk. 
Watching the throwers of the disk, 

Beside Eurotas' flood. 

The sun-god Phoebus took a part 
With men skilled in the hurling art. 

And far the missile flung ; 
With clang it smote the dinted ground, 
And rising with a quick rebound. 

On Hyacinthus sprung. 

Death-smitten on the earth he lay. 
And when his life had ebbed away. 

Born of his blood, a flower 
Arose, of bright and lovely bloom, 
And scented with a sweet perfume. 

To grace Spring's fairest hour. 

And still the flower, as if dismayed, 
Loves to abide in lonely shade, 

Hid from Apollo's eyes ; 
And if his rays should chance to greet 
Its blossom with too fierce a heat, 

It soon decHnes and dies. 



THE CLIFF'S VERGE. 



THE CLIFF'S VEEGE. 

Close to the verge abrupt, of sheer descent. 

The fields extend with cultivation fair, 
Wherein, on daily healthful toil intent. 

The labourer each task the varying year 
Imposes, duly tends : whether to hold 

The plough that cleaves with shining share the 
land. 
Or bury fruitful seed under the mould, 

Or pen the sheep in folds, be the demand 
Of the just season ; or the new-mown grass 

To ted ; or bind in sheaves the golden grain ; 

Or load with heaven's rich boon the creaking wain, 
And within spacious barns large stores amass. 
Some occupation ever fresh requires 

His diligence, and smoothly runs 
His life; for both Apollo's rising fires 

And setting, smile on Labour's sons. 

Meanwhile, from lofty station he descries 

The marine waste, and all its changeful wonder; 

And when the turbulent black-winged storms arise, 
He sees the waters foam, and hears their thunder ; 

Sees Neptune urging through his troubled realm 
His white-maned steeds full of imperious wrath ; 

While veering ships obey the guiding helm 
With painful strain, and struggle on their path. 

Sometimes he lists loud hollow sudden sound 
Of Triton's wreathed conch, 'mong caverned rocks, 
Which oft he vocal makes with startling shocks 

Of his strange music wildly echoing round. 



ro THE CLIFF'S VERGE. 

The myriad voices of the mystic deep 

To him intelligence convey 
Of things remote from sense, as when in sleep 

Their hidden stores strange dreams display. 

He sees the coast in far and gleamy lines, 

Like arms embracing Tethys' ancient home, 
Basking in radiance, when the bright sun shines 

Upon the blue expanse, and crisped foam ; 
A town recessed amid the sheltering cliffs. 

And the green garbing of the precipice, 
And ocean-spotting dusky fisher skiffs. 

Intent on capturing their finny prize. 
And when Eve's parting blush fades on the sea, 

And Zephyr breathes upon Day's closing lids. 

The lulling singing of the Nerei'ds 
He hears ; and when, rushing more boisterously. 
Harsh winds, by ^olus from durance freed, 

To vex her serene mood conspire, 
He hears, made known to many a sighing reed. 

Chafed Amphitrit^'s murmured ire. 

The haunt of Solitude is by the deep : 

There, standing on a narrow tongue of land, 
Upon the cliff's rough ledge, whence but a leap 

Precipitates to death, she sees a strand, 
With rude and rugged masses overstrown 

Of fallen rock, heaped by slow hand of Time, 
Harsh, strange, uncouth, misshapen, dreary, lone. 

Vested with covering of unsightly grime : 
The breaking surge their edges greyly laves, — 

The only voice ; except when gulls acquaint 



THE MUSES TO HOMER. 1 1 

The breezes with their dissonant complaint, 
Ghding with drift of wing over the waves : 
From watery quest returned, like spots of white, 

Perched they are seen on jagged side 
Of neighbouring cliff, where calmly from their height 

They view the alternating tide. 



THE MUSES TO HOMER. 

Blind old man of Chios' Isle! 

Hear the Muses chant awhile 

Words prophetic of thy praise, 

And fame secure in after days. 

The war-bound hero shall rehearse 

To fire his soul thy mighty verse ; 

In festive halls thy song be heard, 

Sung to the harp of sacred bard ; 

In broad cross-streets, 'mid plaudits loud, 

Thy legends to a listening crowd 

The story-teller shall repeat, 

With nervous accent, cadence meet ; 

And where a princely feast is spread. 

Thy poems soothingly be read 

By low-voiced slaves to guest and lord 

Reclining at the festal board ; 

And future epics, wondrous Greek ! 

From thee shall inspiration seek. 

And sages in thy storied page 

Find record of primeval age. 

And in thy graphic pictures trace 

The customs of an early race ; 



1% THE BELLS. 

Philosophers their learned line 
With gems shall garnish from thy mine; 
And rose-hpp'd maids, in dancing ring, 
Fondly shall thy verses sing. 

THE BELLS. 

Hark ! I hear the bells a-ringing 

A loud peal of melody, 
Their sonorous voices flinging 

Over river, mount, and lea ; 
And their echoes bid my spirit 

Mount upon their viewless wings, 
And they bear it backward, backward, 
Backward to my life-time's fountain-springs. 

There, beside the wells of childhood. 
In still grots, and leafy bowers, 

And throughout the tangled wild wood. 
Flit the ghosts of parted hours. 

Thither Memory sends her minions ; 
In that land of springtide sheen. 

They in sunshine sport, or, musing. 
Rest in the shadows on the meadows green. 

O ye bells, your varied pealings 
Bear me through the maze of life. 

Through the chequer of its feelings. 
Love and grief and mirth and strife ; 

Joys like summer flow'rets blooming, 
Hopes in rainbow colours dight ; 

Drear despairs, like icy winter, 
Numbing the soul with their lethal blight. 



THE BELLS. 1 3 

Sound the young heir's birth with gladness, 

Toll the knell of parted soul ; 
What is mirth but transient madness? 

'Tis the end that crowns the whole. 
Festal meetings ye have greeted ; 

Deeds of glory, many a time. 
Ye have blazoned ; from Fame's records 
All is not past with your ended chime. 

Ofttimes benediction shedding 

On the lovers' wished-for day, 
Ye have hailed some happy wedding 

With your music's roundelay. 
Ah ! the merry scene is faded : 

Ah ! the brilliant hours are fled. 
Where bright hearth-fires once were glowing, 
Are but the ' sparkless ashes ' cold and dead. 

Why amid this strange confusion 
Should my mind delight to range, 

Where the Present is illusion, 

And the Future ceaseless change? 

Shall my thoughts 'mid wrecks and ruins 
Of poor human nature stay? 

Let your echoes bear them onward, 
Onward to the realms of endless day. 



14 THE BOAT. 



THE BOAT. 



The full river bordered with broad flags and rushes 
Through wide pasture-meadows rejoicingly flows, 

And smiles in the sunshine, or leads 'neath low bushes 
Its waters, to sleep in their shade of repose. 

Through the plane of its mirror, a rower blithe-hearted 
Impels a light boat by the time-keeping oar. 

And stroke answers stroke, as the waves are dis- 
parted. 
And Echo replies from the hollow-banked shore. 

The water-drops fall from the blade lightly shaken. 
And backward return to the crystal expanse ; 

And in their moist arbours the Naiads awaken. 
And look from their shady recesses askance. 

The boat underneath overarching boughs passes, 
And dense foliage sprouting of various green ; 

And seems to divide the rich emerald masses 
Which in the smooth water reflected are seen. 

And lo, on the surface serenely expanded, 
A white cup of pearl, with a centre of gold, 

The Water-nymph's lily ! Can Flora, demanded. 
Exhibit a form of more exquisite mould? 

And now in the stream-skirting meadows, a dwelling 
Of farmer or cottager rises to sight : 

Every sound of the joy-teeming country is telling 
Of peace, and contentment, and rustic delight. 



THE MESSENGER DOVE. 15 

Along the fair uplands the wether-bell tinkles ; 

In valleys the deep-lowing oxen are heard ; 
The sun-ray on leaves lightly fluttering twinkles ; 

The thicket is thrilled by the sweet-singing bird. 

In shallows transparent small fry are disporting, 

And in deeper crystal the larger fish feeds ; 
At the bottom the perch with his mates is con- 
sorting, 
While the ambushed pike lies in his covert of 
weeds. 

The swallows their prey through the soft air pur- 
suing 

In mazy gyrations untiringly pass ; 
His shrill merry chirp all the daytime renewing, 

The grasshopper carols amid the long grass. 

Now Day's fiery orb to the west is descending, 
And tinges the trunks with his slant golden beam : 

'Tis time that the boat's backward course should 
have ending. 
Ere the darkness of night gathers over the stream. 



THE MESSENGEE BOVE. 

Go, silvery dove, my message bear 
Into yon skies of boundless blue. 

Until thou come where beam more fair 
lanth^'s eyes of heavenly hue. 



i6 TO CONTEMPLATION. 

Dart swiftly through the air that strays 
Perfumed with summer's flowery wreath, 

Until at length upon thee plays 
The maiden's balmier, purer, breath. 



Pause not to gaze on Nature's face : 
The thousand charms by her devised 

To captivate us with her grace, 
Are in my fair one all comprised. 

An augury thyself thou art 
Of happy fate, O gentle dove : 

Then bear the secret of my heart. 
Best messenger, to her I love. 



TO CONTEMPLATION. 

Maiden of many musings, perchance seen 

Conning old letterings of churchyard tombs, 
Which greyly overpeer those hillocks green 
Raised upon mouldering relics of the dead ; 

Or walking in a garden rich in blooms 
Of perfumed roses, yellow, white, and red : 

Or scaling a steep height, whose brow elate 
O'erlooks a chasm, where a river's tide 

Ebbing or flowing doth reciprocate ; 
Now with abated flood. 
Weltering through slack and oozy mud ; 
Now upward swelling in full watery pride ; 



TO CONTEMPLATION. 17 

Or couched near emerald-sparkling waterfall, 

Where ivy's dark and glossy tapestries 
Embellish with live wreaths a crumbling wall, 
On which gay wall-flowers or snap-dragons shine; 
With sweet enchantment of thought-tempered 
eyes, 
And the pale splendour of a smile benign, 

Lighting that shrine of pensiveness, thy face, 
A soothing presence art thou, beauteous guest. 
Of pleasant mood serene, and modest grace. 
In many a woodland haunt, 
Remote from Ostentation's vaunt, 
And tyrannous Ambition's fierce unrest. 

Sometimes thou dwell'st beside a placid lake, 

O'erlooked by village cots or fair-built town 
Or distant mountain-peak on which the flake 
Of sempiternal snow remains unthawed; 

And sometimes on a wide and flowery down ; 
Sometimes in verdurous valley overawed 

By giant precipice. Sometimes thy home 
Is nigh a wood, where mossy sward outspread 

Under a green and fragrant twilight dome, 
By foliaged branches made, 
When troublous storms at rest are laid, 
Invites thy feet its pleasantness to tread. 

Sometimes thou sittest on a hill-side graced 

With pillared firs, where blooming heather glows, 

And fox-gloves nod, and woodbine is enlaced ; 

Far, far beneath, broad champaigns are outspread 
Through which a silver-tissue streamlet flows, 
C 



l8 TO CONTEMPLATION. 

Winding around dense copse and grassy mead. 
And sometimes wandering o'er a hilly road, 
Bordered on either side by verdant strip 
Of turf, thou viewest Tethys' vast abode. 
From some declivity, 
The far-stretched bluely-glimmering sea. 
Spotted with sail of fisher-boat or ship. 

Oft art thou seen beside a river's edge, 

Where currents murmur in their gurglings cool ; 
Or where a red sand-rock's reflected ledge 
With magic vermeil stains the mirror clear 

Of waters gathered in a silent pool, 
Over which trees their shading forms uprear, 

Some standing on the farther rugged height. 
And some on new-mown pasture-meadow nigh ; 

Far up the stream darts a king-fisher bright ; 
Or moor-hen's splash is seen ; 
Or, from the top branches' leafy screen, 
A pigeon's flapping wing startles the quiet sky. 

Upon a shingly beach at early day, 

When coldly looks a leaden sullen morn 
Across the chevroned sea, thou lovest to stray ; 
Or sit at noon, when each blue-glancing wave 

Flashes into white foam, with playful scorn 
Chafing on pebbles ; or when wildly rave 

Thunderous waters, on a rock sublime 
Thou stand'st alone, while melancholy wind 

Bears spray against thy cheek, and hear'st a chime 
Of mighty waves which roar 
In downfall on the trembling shore, 
Filling with elevated thought thy mind. 



HOPE AND MEMORY. 1 9 

And oft in some field-path thou lingerest 

Amid the falling dew of even-tide ; 
Or in some far-off land of fame possest, 
Olden, thou feed'st thy mind by gazing on 

Worn monumental ruins of its pride, 
While backward pass thy thoughts to ages gone. 

Oft in dark oak-wainscotted library. 
Thou bendest o'er a volume charactered 

With antique figure. Ever dost thou fly 
Low care, and worldly strife, 
Rude bustle, and turmoil of life, 
For lonely fanes to Meditation reared. 

HOPE AlfD MEMORY. 

Hope, a sleek and beauteous fawn, 
On a grassy upland lawn, 
Views the portal of the dawn 

Opening distantly ; 
Whence the dayspring's pearly gush 
Issues, ere Aurora's blush 
Mantles with a rosy flush 

All the eastern sky. 

In the fields of by-past years. 
Memory gleans the scattered ears, 
And the sober vesture wears 

Of Autumn sad and sere : 
Songs she sings of mournful tone. 
Which the buried hours bemoan. 
And the glory fled and gone 

Of the days which were. 
C 3 



20 THE EVENING SEA. 

THE EVENING SEA. 

The vermeil brilliance of the west, 

Left by the sun to evening skies, 
Is glowing on the ocean's breast, 

Whose waters scarcely fall or rise ; 
Above me a suffusion faint 

Of crimson tints the pale blue air ; 
But fading fast the ethereal paint 

Leaves the calm beauteous atmosphere. 
Like a strange radiant thought, waning from Fancy's 
sphere. 

This lovely scene's transparent glow 

Like a warm joy rests on the heart, 
Whose even pulses calmly flow, 

Soothed by charmed Nature's tender art : 
Death seems not to be present here. 

But far in stormy climes pursuing 
His victims, and to have no share 

In this scene, which mine eyes are viewing: 
A scene of perfect beauty, without shade of ruin. 

And all the ills that ever burst, 

Like fire and tempest, on the earth. 
With furious threatening, since first 

From the dull void she took her birth, 
Like distant phantoms now appear, 

Or fragments of unreal dreams. 
Or empty-volumed clouds that rear 

Their forms majestic, through the gleams 
Of quivering sunlight which from eve's quaint lattice 
streams. 



THE EVENING SEA. 21 

Moments of halcyon-thoughted bliss ! 

When the fair earth a part unveils 
Of her first splendour, which we miss 

For long, long, days, when wildly sails 
The storm-cloud ; and the weeping rains 

Fall sadly ; and the plaintive wind 
Moans, or with desperate fury strains 

The struggling trees ; when mortals find 
No joy in Nature's face, but sadness undefined. 

Earth's changeful beauty comes and goes ; 

So Ocean's tide, which now seems sleeping, 
With varying motion ebbs and flows; 

But late his dark proud waves were leaping 
With crests of foam, and fiercely rushing 

Towards the thunder-shaken shore ; 
While rays of lurid light were flushing 

From rifted clouds, and evermore 
The curve of waves fell down with long suc- 
cessive roar. 



And now, on this enchanted eve, 

I linger, and I feel a calm 
Within my breast, and cannot grieve; 

So full of the ethereal balm 
Of Nature is my heart ; and yet 

My being fades, while Earth repairs 
Her loveliness ; and some regret 

I feel that new successive heirs 
Of her delights should rise, while life with me 
outwears. 
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O vain regret! the soul secure 

Shall last through all eternity, 
And like a constant star endure, 

Fixed in its immortality. 
The star that is by day unseen, 

And oftentimes obscured at night 
By vaporous clouds that intervene 

Between it and the gazer's sight, 
Immutably no less is still for ever bright. 

TO THE "WOODRUFF. 

Pale-featured faery flower, I see thee cling 
To the embroidered skirts of haught July 

So sweetly, that thy beauty I must sing, 
Perforce, and ope a vein of minstrelsy : 

I see thee, and a picture fills my mind 
Of maiden emerald-vested^ in whose face 
Unblushing fairness, and pale modest grace, 

Like blossoms are entwined 
Of jessamine, which their white charms interlace. 

With fragrance greeting every passing wind. 

A maiden radiant-white, and hazel-eyed ; 

What smile so sweet as that which she bestows, 
Furtively glancing from the dewy side 

Of highway, lined with hedges' grass-grown rows ; 
And still as sweet is her pure virgin breath 

As scent of any one of flowers that thrive 

In spring or summer servitude, and live 
Minions in Nature's wreath ; 

For redolent she breathes of straw-weft hive. 
And honey brimmings wrought from thymy heath. 
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Through rural solitudes I see her pass 
With step that dances elegantly light, 

So greenly garbed, that scarcely from the grass 
Distinguished is she, save by beauty white 

Of arm, and neck, and face ; her dazzling eyes 
With thrilling glance meet mine ; her fragrant mouth 
Breathes on my eager sense ; so, from the south 

Comes air with perfumed prize 
Of honied sweets ; so Summer's panting drought 

A shower relieves, falling from humid skies. 

The imaged picture fades. I but behold 
A milk-white floweret, honey-scented guest 

Of July bright, and August rich with gold 

Of autumn sheaves ; in green leaves scantly drest ; 

Half-hidden, where a slender runnel gleams. 

Through bending grass, with silver-flickering ray, 
Beside\ the trodden dust-encumbered way. 

Steeping in coolest streams 
The stalk, on which this floweret, like a fay. 

With fragile beauty, whitely, shyly, beams. 

Forgive, O fairest rose, a passing thought 
Of this white beauty, my inconstant brain ; 

Thy fragrance, and thy blushes, newly caught 
From kissing lips of June, moist-sweet with rain, 

Are dearer far than sweet of other flower 
To me who bow to thy supremacy 
Of loveliness ; others, in their degree. 

Have grace ; but in thy dower 
Of rubied modesty we an emblem see 

Of Virtue, reigning with unequalled power. 
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TO FANCY. 

O Spirit brighter than the star 
That sits aloft on Evening's car, 

To bless thy votary come : 
Fairer than the pearls adorning 
The clear brow of radiant Morning, 

Make with him thy home. 

For thee a festal bower he'll rear. 
Where flowers, the fairest of the year, 

Their glorious robes display ; 
Or, when blasts have ceased from scolding. 
Where the forest is unfolding 

Leaves in April day. 

Fair spirit, thou with charms thine own 
Shalt Nature's varied wonders crown, 

And lead the hours along 
With delight, and from thy treasure 
Of bright thoughts create the measure 

Of sweet lyric song. 

And thou all things that loveliest shine 
On earth, and make it most divine. 

With golden quill shalt mark; 
And thy tuneful notes shalt borrow 
From the bird that sings of sorrow, 

Or the gleeful lark. 



GLYCERA. 



GLYCEBA. 



What ails the lovely Glycera? her cheek so wan 

and pale, 
Of some unconquerable pain tells an emphatic tale. 
On a fair day 
Of blooming May 
She met a little winged boy, equipped with shaft 
and bow. 
That urchin's arrow, potent as the thunderbolt of 
Jove, 
Wounded her heart, and made her breast with 
treacherous fervour glow : 
He was the son of beauty's Queen ; his mighty 
name was Love. 



What ails the lovely Glycera, whose golden-gleaming 

hair 
In unrestricted tresses waves about her shoulders fair ? 
On a bright noon 
Of sunny June 
She saw a maid, who won her heart by an engaging 
smile 
And melody of a lute-toned voice, upon a flowery 
slope. 
Who could the guileless Glycera with honied words 
beguile, 
And with vain promises deceive, but the false Sibyl 
Hope? 
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What ails the lovely Glycera? why is her azure eye 
Emptied of all its diamond light, and fixed in vacancy ? 
On a forlorn 
December morn 
She wandered in a forest, where on heap of withered 
leaves, 
A demon form was sitting underneath the branches 
bare: 
For the terror of that demon's scowl she wildly 
raves and grieves. 
Since she knew, when she beheld him, 'twas the 
fiend we name Despair. 

THE VOW. 

The silver moon was brightly shining, 
When, like the moon inconstant, thou, 

Beneath the beechen boughs reclining. 
To me didst plight thine unkept vow. 

Like ivy twine an elm embracing, 

Thine arms were close about me wound : 

Witness, ye stars, which then were gracing 
With golden points heaven's vault profound. 

Who trusts a morn too brightly smiling, 
While cloudy tempest hidden lies ; 

Who trusts a smooth sea's calm beguiling, 
As well may trust thy flattering eyes. 

Go, butterfly 1 in summer splendour, 
Nectar from pleasure's flow'rets quaff; 

For time will retribution render, 

And thou shalt weep when I shall laugh. 
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EOBIlSr HOOD. 

In modern, unromantic, days 

Of formal, artificial, ways 

How pleasant sound the ancient lays 

That tell of Robin Hood, 
The outlaw king, whose stately throne 
Was a fallen trunk, or mossy stone ; 
Whose palace grand, a cabin lone. 

Within the deep green wood. 

Whose arms were quarter-staff and bow ; 
A sword and buckler, not for show, 
But used to give and take a blow 

In rivalry or strife ; 
Whose subjects, stalwart men and tall, 
Were foresters, who, one and all, 
Obedient to his bugle-call. 

Would venture limb and life. 

The dappled deer were taught to rue 
The aim with which their arrows flew, 
Forth bounding from the hemp-strung yew, 

With message swift of death : 
Vainly in flight, (forlorn resource!) 
Onward they urged their rapid course ; 
O'ercome by fate they fell perforce. 

And yielded up their breath. 

At eve, beside a forest fire, 
Maid Marian, and the brawny friar. 
And Little John, that trusty squire. 
Sat feasting with the rest: 
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And whilst from well-replenished horn 
They quaffed the juice of barley-corn, 
Oft trolled a song the giant shorn, 
Or broached his ready jest. 



ST. CECILIA. 

A CROWN of amaranthine flowers 

Blest angels brought from heavenly bowers ; 

Down a radiant stair they stept, 

At whose foot Cecilia slept ; 

And, stooping o'er the sleeper fair, 

Girt with those flowers her yellow hair ; 

And, moreover, gave to her 

To be to earth interpreter 

Of a world of tuneful sound, 

In that secret vision found. 

Where the Norman pillar old 
Rears its form of stately mould ; 
And the lofty figured roof 
Rises far from earth aloof; 
And on windows richly gemmed 
Saints and Kings endiademed 
With many-coloured lustre gleam 
In the sun-ray's ardent beam, 
Which upon the pavement throws 
The reflection of their glows ; 

There Cecilia's music floats, 
Answering angelic notes, 
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Which, by us unheard, arise 
In realms surpassing paradise ; 
Whilst the white-robed quire complete 
Her harmony with voices sweet ; 
Whose clear chorus swells and falls 
'Twixt the monumental walls 
Of the sculptured massive pile, 
Trembling with ecstasy the while. 



THE DAFFODIL. 

By streamlet banks, in hollow vale, 
Often is heard the lonesome wail 

Of saddened Echo who replies 
To sound that, through the pervious air. 
Attaining to her secret lair. 

On unseen pinion flies. 

There her Narcissus, when the year 
Has grown to March, and king-cups rear 

Their heads, and daisies deck the grass, 
Loves his own image to behold, 
A wing-encircled cup of gold, 

Within the fluid glass. 

Both those who cherish unreturned 

Their love, and those by whom 'tis spurned. 

Alike feel Retribution's power; 
In evidence whereof is found 
Fair Echo dwindled to a sound, 

Narcissus to a flower. 



THE PLEASURE-GROUND. 



THE PLEASURE-GKOUWD. 

Leave the turmoil, never-ceasing. 

Of the city's varied sound, 
For a summer garden, pleasing 

As the young world's Eden ground ; 

Where the fair light-purple flowers 
Of the Rhododendron gleam. 

Both upon their native bowers 
And in glassy glittering stream. 

Where the sward is smoothly shaven. 

As a carpet, rich and soft ; 
And where comes the jet-black raven 

To his withered bough aloft ; 

Where sw;eet birds are ever singing. 
Morning, noon, and eve, and night ; 

And tree blossoms round are flinging 
Many scents of fine delight; 

Where a fairy lake encloses 
With its ooze a bowery isle, 

And reflects the blush of roses, 

And blue heaven's sun-lighted smile : 

Whitest swans their bills are dipping 
In the ambient liquid glass ; 

Playful deer bound, gaily skipping, 
On the soft and shaded grass : 



PUCK. 

Stony shapes of ancient beauty, 
With enchantment mild^ appear ; 

And such fanes as heathen duty 
To its gods was wont to rear ; 

And the ear draws gentlest pleasure, 
Pleasure's honey without gall, 

Listing to the chiming measure 
Of the murmuring waterfall : 

Trunks of beeches, massive, hoary, 

Stretch their long green arms around ; 

And their garb of verdant glory 
Canopies the mossy ground. 



In the shade of leafy bower 
Pleasant is quiescent thought; 

There Despondence has no power, 
And the world's alarms are nought. 



PUCK. 

In a dingle deep all day I lie, 
"Mid the long grasses silently. 
Sleeping soundly till the west 
Sheds a red light upon my nest ; 

Then I awake, 

And me betake 
To pastime, all for sweet mirth's sake. 
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The queen-like moon comes up the sky, 
And many a Httle twinkling eye 
Blinks on me, when the stars shine forth, 
Like sparkhng gems of matchless worth. 

The grave owl cries 

' Arise, arise ; ' 
And the bat shrieks o'er me as he flies. 

Then out I spring among a crew 

Of fairies revelling in the dew ; 

They shriek and run, while them I follow 

Through leafy glade, and sandy hollow; 

And with loud glee 

They call on me, 
' Ho, Robin ! ' laughing merrily. 

Then I steal softly to the farm, 

Where the housewife sits by the fireside warm, 

And tap at the window where she spies 

A hairy face with fiery eyes ; 

She tells the tale. 

With visage pale, 
To her goodman sitting at his ale. 

Now with a leap the earth I spurn. 
And take a merry antic turn 
Head over heels, and swiftly roll 
Adown the hill, like a twirling bowl ; 

And then I spin, 

Through thick and thin, 
'Mid crashing boughs in a deep ravine. 
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But when the traveller comes along 
Cheering his courage with a song, 
I gibber, and he sees the shape 
Close by him of an uncouth ape : 

' Ha ! ha ! ' says he, 

'What's this I see?' 
While his eyes are staring fearfully. 

And when the witches, by the light 
Of the moon, act unhallow'd rite, 
I howl like a wolf among the leaves. 
And away they run like frighted thieves 

With haste and fear, 

While in the rear 
My howling voice seems yet more near. 

When the lady Queen Titania 
Is resting underneath a spray, 
And sleep falls gently on her eyes, 
While fairies sing her lullabies ; 

And Oberon 

Walks forth alone 
In forest depths with moonbeams strown ; 

The king of the fairies greets me well, 
As forth I spring from a ferny dell: 
' Good luck be with you, merry sprite ! 
What are your antic feats to-night ? ' 

' O king ! I 'm full 

Of schemes to gull 
The drowsy brains of mortals dull.' 
D 
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We lively spirits in the wood 
Laugh at the deeds of flesh and blood ; 
The good green trees, the golden flowers, 
Rare moonshine, and the dew are ours, 

While shadowy hosts 

Of wailing ghosts 
Fade at our laugh like thawing frosts. 

ANCIENT GREECE. 

In mellow twilight wondrous shapes appearing. 
Fair Greece, thine old and famous age display ; 

As, in far western sky their forms uprearing, 
The phantom clouds that shroud declining day. 

I see the concourse in Athene's city. 

Of souls with zeal of enterprise inspired ; 

The drama moving love, and awe, and pity ; 
And philosophic groups in shades retired : 

Heroes of Lacedsemon single-hearted. 
Slow-moving onward to a battle-plain 

In firm array, which, for a moment parted, 
A dulcet harmony unites again : 

Messen^'s constant chieftain who contended 
Against the Spartan race year after year ; 

The wary Argive warrior defended 

By shield advanced, and keen low-levelled spear : 

And nobler yet, and more renowned in story, 
The Thebans linked by friendship's sacred tie. 

And pledged, in cause of freedom and of glory, 
Together to be victors, or to die : 
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And periodic games, where emulation 
Strove for the honour of a leafy crown, 

And kindred tribes of the Hellenic nation 
Assembled oft, their brotherhood to own : 

And stately fanes of polished marble, founded 
On rugged height, o'erlooking the blue sea ; 

Or by soft screen of leafy wood surrounded, 
In pleasant vale of 'green fertility.' 

On shores of dim antiquity stand sages, 
Remembrancers of its refulgence past; 

And deeds of eld are viewed by new-born ages, 
In chronicles which scathful years outlast. 



THE ALPS. 

Across these heights, upborne by Daring's pinion. 
Long since, the Punic general led his host; 

War's great adept, and glory's chiefest minion. 
Forcing a way, maugre both cold and frost. 

Here through long perilous paths of mountains wind- 
ing; 

Oft by drear edge of craggy precipice ; 
Despite the thrilling cold, and snow-storm blinding. 

He traversed the abodes of sovran ice. 

The bulky elephant, and war-horse mettled. 
Trampled averse the unaccustomed snow ; 

Whilst ever and anon, its mass unsettled. 

The avalanche rolled thundering down below. 
D a 
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Here Africa's stark sons the bow and quiver, 
The sling and javelin bore, the sword and shield, 

Indomitable in there stern endeavour 

To force those barriers vast a path to yield. 

A younger age beheld, wide-famed in story, 
The modern Hannibal impetuous scale. 

Greedy of conquest, covetous of glory, 
These haught despisers of the humble vale ; 

Saw keen-edged lance and bayonet appearing 
Along the steep ascents in lengthen'd line. 

And standards proud the silver eagle bearing. 
Imperial France's military sign ; 

Saw slowly up the rugged paths advancing 
Th' unwheeled artillery in order pass. 

And cavalry in fiery squadrons glancing, 

Encased with steel, and helmeted with brass ; 

Marked, when fair Italy's broad plains extending 
In verdant loveliness were seen afar, 

How every breast was filled with ardour blending 
The joy of conquest and the pride of war. 



A DIALOGUE. 

EARTH. 

Strange orb, in distant ether beaming, 
Whence and whither art thou going? 

Follows thy wake a radiance gleaming. 
Like a tress of sun-fire flowing. 
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Calling through boundless space, I utter 

My intonation's voice, to ask 
What are those sounds, which thou dost mutter, 

As if some ruin was thy task. 

COMET. 

Through ether rushing. 

With fiery flushing, 
Along my orbit far I urge my race. 

From their thrones of gold 

The fixt stars behold 
My progress through the varied realms of Space. 

When nighest the sun, 

Most swiftly I run. 
With hottest glow, like Pythia reinspired 

By Phcebus' breathing, 

To her bequeathing 
The heat oracular that she desired. 

EARTH. 

Say, fatal being, what portending. 

Thou comest to disturb my dreams : 
Why ominously hither wending, 

Shakest thou thy locks in fiery streams? 
Unwonted phantom, dire and hateful. 

Must my inhabitants deplore 
The influence of thy spite ungrateful 

To harmonies that lived before? 

COMET. 

In strength I exult. 
And proudly insult 
The calm-eyed orbs, as I rush with fierce speed, 
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And motion horrid, 

Through ether torrid ; 
Like an unbridled unbestridden steed. 

And wliat care to me, 

As with impulse free, 
Through ether studded with vast worlds I swim; 

If to you come woe. 

Whilst onward I go, 
With lessening pace, to regions chill and dim. 

EARTH. 

Alas, for my snow-crested mountains, 

My oceans, forests, streams, and plains, 
My ever fresh and gushing fountains. 

My cities, gemming broad domains, 
Should one of thy fell race, returning 

From distance, meet me on my way. 
And with intensest fervour burning, 

Scorch and consume my fair array. 

COMET. 

Earth, thy distant wail 

I hear, as I trail 
My fire-train through the space of ether wide ; 

But my fierce delight 

In my course of might, 
To nought of fear or sorrow is allied. 

'Mong bright stars I rush, 

With my meteor flush : 
Some brushing with my rustling fiery robe. 

My last breath shall mock 

At the thunder shock, 
That shall to fragments rend my whirling globe. 
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IiINES 



Written after visiting Hays Farm, near Budleigh, 
THE Birthplace of Sir Walter Raleigh. 

Spirits great of ages gone, 

Whom the world delights to own. 

Not unfrequent be ye nigh. 

Tutoring me to musings high; 

So that I, in mind, may mount 

Up toward that sacred fount, 

Whence the streams inspired proceed 

That nerve to noble thought and deed : 

So may rise above this scene 

Of dull sense, and gauds terrene, 

To where the Afric Scipio stood, 

When beneath his feet he viewed 

Bright orbs, which the worlds of Space 

In their bosom vast embrace ; 

And heard the circling spheres outring 

Their anthemed tribute to heaven's king, 

Thrilling the wide ethereal round 

Of heaven, with sweet solemn sound ; 

Whither (so his visioned sire 

Told him) should the soul aspire, 

By a public-serving life. 

And fearlessness in danger's strife. 

The memory of the noble dead 
Is a halo round us shed 
Of strength and glory, and a light 
Guiding our frail bark aright 
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To truest fame and endless praise^ 
When the latest of Time's days. 
As the leaflet, last of all, 
From a wintry bough doth fall, 
Shall melt into the shadowy scene 
Of things that erewhile have been ; 
And an eternal future wake, 
And Time's void room for ever take. 



An October evening mild. 

And a pleasing thought, beguiled 

My footsteps to the spot of earth 

Where stood the house of Raleigh's birth; 

Not a wind the foliage stirred, 

Scarcely any sound was heard, 

But the speckled throstle's lay. 

Warbled at the close of day ; 

Many tresses, golden-brown. 

Of the ash had fallen down 

From boughs, that overhung the ledge 

Of the grass-grown hazel hedge. 

Other leaves, green, brown, and red. 

Here and there were scattered. 

A dull cloud's grey tapestry 

Veiled from sight the day's blue eye. 

The orchard fruitage fallen, or shaken 

From the branch, had been intaken; 

Save, rarely, where it lingered yet 

On the tree that nurtured it. 

The pastures, after rain, were seen, 

Renovated, fair and green: 
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And the bristly stubble field 
A tint of greyish pink revealed. 
HerCj firs on a ridge entwined 
Richly dark-green hues combined : 
There, a grove of oaks the side 
Of a low hill occupied, 
With their foliaged deepening glooms, 
Like a cloud of helmet plumes 
Of warriors, with spear and shield, 
Phalanxed on a battle-field. 



There beneath appeared the spot 

Where stood the house my steps had sought, 

As within a sylvan glade, 

Girt with trees' embowering shade; 

Embleming the peace and worth 

Of the tillers of the earth. 

With its pointed gables white. 

And dark-brown roof, and richly dight 

With massy shrubs of glistening green. 

Flanking a front of swan-like sheen. 

Dahlia-blooms, flush and elated, 

The forward garden decorated, 

Purple-red, and whitely tipped. 

Roseate, yellow, crimson-lipped, 

Lilac, violet-imbued. 

Dusky, white, and orange-hued. 

Raleigh ! within the room I stood. 

Where, in its frame of flesh and blood. 

Thy spirit dawned on earth, a flower 

Of that world-inspiring hour 
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Of time, when Shakspeare's spelled art 

Portrayed the various-passioned heart 

Of human kind ; and Spenser's thought 

A faery realm to being brought, 

And peopled with a phantom train 

Of habitants, its weird domain: 

When lordly Verulam's forehead high 

Ensphered sublime philosophy ; 

And Sidney even a tribute-wreath. 

By mighty calmness, forced from Death. 

Thee, more adventurous hardihood 

Impelled across that ocean-floodj 

Which, with outspread volume, bars 

Our isle from realms 'neath Southern stars ; 

Discovery's new-risen day 

Thou hailedst, in America. 



Skill in Learning's rede was thine. 
And arms : it was thy lot to shine, 
By starlike deed, and lucent page, 
On the forehead of that age ; 
And with the memoried Muse explore 
The tract of History's hidden shore, 
Viewing, with far-searching glance, 
The changes of the countenance 
Of the earth, since newly planned 
And framed, from her Creator's hand 
She arose, and 'gan to shake 
Off her lethargic trance, and take 
Her journey round the radiant sun, 
Never ending, still begun ; 
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Alternating night with day, 
On her rapid wheeled way : 
And when tyrannic dungeons pent 
Thee, Raleigh ; from its tenement 
Of flesh thy spirit wandered far. 
Like a meteorous star, 
Through the storied past sublime. 
To the fountain-head of Time. 

Strangely mingled, stormy strife 
And learned study shared thy life ; 
Warlike art, politic skill. 
And a firm determined will 
To do or dare whatever lay 
Before, in Glory's onward way. 
Thine evil fortune to redress 
Striving by rash emprise, distress 
Seized thee : thy too dangerous scheme 
Failed, and all thy golden dream 
Faded, like a sunbeam spent 
On the azure firmament : 
Scarce a joy to thee was left, 
Of thine eaglet son bereft. 
By hasty fate snatched from thy side. 
Thy proud life a death of pride 
Sealed. One pang remained ; to part 
From the sharer of thine heart. 

No dull eve of weak decay 
Closed thy life's resplendent day : 
Its flame, like setting tropic sun, 
When its mighty task is done 
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Of lightening, gladdening, and heating 

The world, and strengthening and completing 

Life and growth, at once declined ; 

But the magic of the mind, 

And the labour of the brain, 

And great deeds, monuments remain. 

Shrined in the memory of man, 

To last throughout Time's scanty span ; 

Nor be forgotten at the bright 

Dayspring of Eternal Light. 

LINES 

On visiting Ash, near Axminster, the Birthplace of 
THE first Duke of Marlborough. 

This pleasant vale, through which the silvery Axe 

Doubles and doubles ere it reach the sea, 

Easily flowing on with current lax, 

The cradle was of Marlborough's infancy. 

The scenes of nature here first met his eye, — 

This stream, these meadows, then, as now, the 

same, — 
Moving thought's springs with silent potency 
Within his mind; ere yet an omen came 
To mark him greatly owed to glory and to fame. 

Borne in the arms of some fair rustic lass. 
He here perchance upon heaven^'s depth of blue 
Fixed his calm eyes, or on the emerald grass. 
Or took the wooded hillsides in his view ; 
Or, whilst the opiate sea air he drew, 
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Fell into slumber, shaded from the beam 
Of the bright sun ; when his young fancy flew 
Unfettered far away : but with his dream 
Still mingled the scarce heard low gurgling of the 
stream. 

Years pass : — he climbs the pinnacle of Fame : 
And baffled France from his puissant strokes 
Retires, content to play a losing game; 
And now no more the contest dire provokes. 
Ever for him haughty-browed Victory yokes 
Her car. And is red Blenheim all in vain? — 
That fatal field whereon the raven croaks, 
Heaped with pale corpses of the thousands slain ? 
No! from the spoiler's hand it reft a goodly gain. 

During the days which saw his power advance 
Resistlessly against the martial swarms 
Of stout Bavaria and imperious France, 
A false tale of his death, 'mid the alarms 
That ever followed his victorious arms, 
Sent through each Frenchman's heart a glad- 
dening thrill. 
Of that vain hope of freedom from their harms. 
Which served e'en peasants' breasts with joy 
to fill. 
Their 'Malbrook's' lively notes are a remembrance 
still. 

The scene is changed : — by feminine intrigue 
And Faction's arts the victor is o'ermatched ; 
And party opposition's banded league 
Perchance from him a greater glory snatched 
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Than that already gained. Ye who have watched 
In History's stream these muddy currents flow, 
And seen to great deeds feeble issues patched 
By agents most contemptible, best know 
How mean insidious arts can lay the mighty low. 

But yet a nation's gratitude attest 
That mansion fair, that spacious demesne, 
Near Woodstock's pleasant town, fit place of rest 
For Mars disarmed, bosomed in woodlands green. 
Here, if so pleased, he might indulge his spleen 
'Gainst Faction's hireling harpies ; but in one 
Of Marlborough's greatness dwells no rancour keen. 
Here, soothed by memories of battles won, 
Was leisure to review the mighty deeds he'd done. 

Now see the sketch of him that Frenchmen make ; 
' John, Duke of Marlborough' — 'tis in this strain 
They write — ' who sieged no town he did not take, 
' Nor fought a battle that he failed to gain : — 
' An able statesman, he did not disdain 
' The bloodless war of politics to wage ; — 
' A star conspicuous in the courtiers' train ; — 
' The first negotiator of his age : — 
' France rued his warlike skill, nor less his counsel sage.' 

Friends may be partial ; but that enemies 

Are most impartial judges is confessed : 

And what great Marlborough was in Frenchmen's 

eyes 
On Voltaire's graphic pages is expressed ; 
Who deemed him one not by mere Fortune blessed, 
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But gifted with a deep sagacity 
Which even Fortune to his service pressed ; — 
One, whose clear prescience could the issues see 
Of War's tempestuous force controlled by his decree. 



TO THE KAIUBOW. 

Creature of transcendent form, 

Born of sunshine's golden ray. 
And the shower of passing storm, 
With seven colour'd lustres gay, 
A phanton gleam amid the falling tears of Day ; 

Like a bright unfolded fan 

Shines thy variegated grace ; 
And the limits of thy span 

A wide-stretching tract embrace. 
Fair springs thy radiant arch from each aerial base ; 

Whether o'er the wave-crisp sea, 

In the weeping firmament; 
Or o'er cultivated lea, 

Thy celestial bow is bent. 
Of storm subdued by calm, a trophied monument. 

Like plumes of that bird of mien 
Regal, on whose tail fair eyes 

Of resplendent hues are seen^ 
Shine the softly lustrous dyes. 
Which in thy form, like notes of music, harmonise. 
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When the hquid sunshine streams 
Athwart fleeting drops of rain, 

Wept by clouds, that pass, like dreams 
From a morn-awaken'd brain, 
Then thy celestial tints the darkling vapour stain. 

Nature's powerful alchemy 

Frames thy curve of colours bright, 

Making sun and shower untie 
Seven entangled parts of light, 
A radiant spirit each in glorious vesture dight : 

Red, with orange-fulgent hue. 
Paints the summit of thy bow; 

Primrose, emerald, turquoise blue. 
Next succeeding shine ; below, 
Deep purple, richest violet, in order glow. 

Gloriously the coloured brightness 

Of thine equal arch on high, 
Spanneth with its airy lightness 

The illuminated sky ; 
A pageant like a dream, a weird transparency ; 

Whether thou art brightly born, 

When a misty shower falls 
From the eyes of waken'd Morn, 
Or thy beauty's spell enthralls 
Eve, when with gentle voice to lingering Night she 
calls : 
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Apparition fair and brief 

As the momentary gladness 
Which dispels a cloud of grief 

From the careful brow of Sadness, 
Or puts aside the veil of melancholy madness : 

Like a golden gleam of hope 

Triumphing over despair, 
Underneath heaven's spacious cope 

Far extends thy beauty rare. 
With an ambrosial calm soothing the troubled air : 

Tender as a dream of love 

Resting on a spell-bound brain. 

Like a gently brooding dove 
Silver-fledged, or like the train 
Of loveliest thoughts that haunt the court of Fancy's 

reign : 

Glowing, as expectant Youth, 
Ere the sanguine mind is taught 

By Experience the truth. 

That man's life with care is fraught, 
And happiness a mark that ne'er on earth is raught : 

Like a concert, loud and sweet, 

Raised by voice and instrument; 
Which, in cadence, to complete 
Its fulness, together blent, 
Achieve by skilful art the end that Science meant: 

E 
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Like a spirit purified 

From the dross of earth's alloy, 
And in thought to heaven allied, 

Flush with an immortal joy. 
Which, though it oft be hid, no ages can destroy : 

Like a garden, fair and blooming. 

In a far-off Paradise, 
Where sweet flow'ret-beds illuming 
Happy plains 'neath happy skies. 
Spread o'er the enchanted ground their chequered 
tapestries. 

Not a single gem that shines. 

Polished by the hand of art. 
Fails in thy bright pictured lines 

To perceive its counterpart 
Of colour ; so replete with lustrous tints thou art. 

Ere the dwellers on the height 

Of Olympus were bereft 
Of their sovereignty and might, 
And their ancient mansion left. 
Thou seem'dst a goddess, girt with wings of gorgeous 
weft. 

Iris, by Queen Juno sent. 
Messenger superbly fine, 
When the sullen clouds were rent, 
And with radiance benign, 
Phoebus athwart a shower let forth his arrowy shine. 
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But we hail thy lustrous bow, 

Many-coloured and sublime, 
As a sign that even now 

Mercy's covenant of old time 
Is stablished no less sure than at thine earliest prime ': 

Still, in weeping skies, transcendent 

Thine aerial shape appears. 
With fair listed dyes resplendent ; 

And unscathed by wasting years. 
Kindles a constant smile, and newer glory wears. 



LINES. 

I SAW the moon with lustre full, 

Climbing the vasty vault of night, 
A shape of glory beautiful 

With flashes of resplendent light. 
And said, ' O moon, does Laura sleep 

' Beside the smooth and gilded sea ? 
' Or like me does she vigil keep ; 

' And do her blue eyes gaze on thee ? 

' The magic radiance of thy beam, 

' Resting on vale and silent grove, 
' And rugged mount and gliding stream, 

' Is dear to eyes of those who love.' 
For still the soul of love absorbs 

The manna which the skies bestow; 
And yearning towards the heavenly orbs, 

Owns in itself a kindred glow. 
E 2 
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LLYN MWYNGIL; 

OR, THE Lake of the Pleasant Retreat, commonly 

CALLED TAL-Y-LlYN. 

No need to cross the changeful main 

For the fair spot of our desire :— 
We sped through England in a train 

Propelled by water and by fire : 
And when the morrow's closing day 

Saw light and dark in twilight meet, 
Before us Llyn Mwyngil lay, 

The Lake of the Pleasant Retreat. 

On either side rise mountain walls, 

Whose slaty ribs are patched with green, 
With, here and there, a chasm where falls 

The streamlet struggling to be seen, 
Eager to add its fresh supply 

Of waters turbulent and fleet 
To that wide argent treasury. 

The Lake of the Pleasant Retreat. 

The words that, on the week's first day, 

Within the little church we sung, 
'O thym'r Balm, yn Gilead mae,' 

Words of old Cymru's cherished tongue, 
Seemed not unaptly to express 

The ever-haunting influence sweet 
That clothes with tranquil peacefulness 

The Lake of the Pleasant Retreat. 
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But when, as fall'n into a trance 

Of motionless tranquillity, 
Within its mirror-like expanse 

It pictures mountains^ woods, and sky 
Chequered with clouds and azure gleams, 

In all its stilly grace complete, 
An elfin sheet of water seems 

The Lake of the Pleasant Retreat. 

But when the winds are blowing free, 

And forcefully descending shake 
The surface of the mimic sea, 

From their calm dream the waters wake; 
And swelling waves, part topped with foam, 

In plaintive murmurings compete, 
And lash the boundaries of their home, — 

The Lake of the Pleasant Retreat. 

'Twas then we put off from the shore. 

Upon the water's heaving breast; 
And, plying now the motive oar, 

Now drifting at the wind's behest, 
We sought the silvery trout to lure 

With the well-mimicked fly's deceit. 
Which haunt, in freedom else secure, 

The Lake of the Pleasant Retreat. 

And now the lower ground we left 
To scale great Cader Idris' side, 

And laboured up a rugged cleft ; 

Then crossed the bouldered knolls that hide 
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That crater deep 'mid splintered rocks, 
Of Llyn-y-Gai the dreary seat, 

A souvenir of earthquake shocks, 
No Lake of a Pleasant Retreat. 

Beyond that plateau drear and lone, 

The mountain's highest peaks arise. 
Framed of the dark-brown porphyry stone 

Silicious, in wildest guise. 
Oh! what convulsive impulse thrust 

The igneous rocks, from their low seat 
Up through th' ignobler slaty crust, 

To form the old giant's retreat? 

Nor yet forgotten is the charm 

Of the small troutlet-peopled brook 
That flows through Maes-y-Pandy farm, 

In open reach, or shaded nook ; 
Yet dwindled, failing in its course 

During the drought of summer heat. 
When waned the fulness of its source, — 

The Lake of the Pleasant Retreat. 

And now, within our English home. 

Whene'er, with retrospective glance, 
We scan in Memory's ample tome 

The features of Earth's countenance. 
Familiar made by use and sight. 

We view one picture of complete 
Solace and rest, — that vision bright, — 

The Lake of the Pleasant Retreat. 
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THE ELriM- HOEK. 

The Elfin Horn, a horn of price, 
Our house had from the fays of old : 

'Tis carved with many a quaint device ; 
'Tis rich with gems, and rough with gold. 

Sir Hubert saw the elves, 'tis said, 
Sporting by yonder crystal spring ; 

And when the airy pageant fled. 
The horn lay in their mystic ring. 

He seized the prize, while in his ear 

The latest-lingering fairy cried, 
' Thou hast obtained a treasure rare : 

Good luck shall with that cup abide!' 

When the bride dons her veil of white, 
When in our line a babe is born. 

Or when we've conquered in the fight, 
We crown with wine the Elfin Horn. 

And when an heir is come of age, 

And goodly casks are broached and swilled, 
And swains in sport and dance engage, 

The Elfin Horn is duly filled. 

Good fortune still with us remains : 

Our sons are brave, our daughters fair; 

Rich harvests clothe our smiling plains ; 
Our flocks a numerous off'spring bear. 
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No foe assails with fire and sword 
Our tree-embosomed massive towers : 

Ever we live in blithe accord — 

Laughter and song within our bowers. 

Such luck betid our sires of old, 
And shall betide our babes unborn, 

To latest time, while still we hold 
Our pledge of luck, the Elfin Horn. 



THE HIMALAYA MOTTNTAINS. 



Image the giant mountain ridge sublime 

Of Himalaya, whose tremendous steeps 
Snow-crowned and rugged mock at wasteful Time^ 

Who mars man's works, and cities lays in heaps : 
Beyond the base of their sky-piercing station 

Mankind^ like pismires, people Asia's ground ; 
Tribe after tribe, and nation after nation ; 

Yet 'mid these peaks of loneliness no sound 
Tells of that mass of life ; of all 
The moiling subjects of Nepaul, 
Cabul and Gurwal, Cashmere and Bhotan, 

The territory of rivers five. 
The swarming plains of dusky Hindostan, 

Where fabrics vast old dynasties survive. 

Mountains are nature's altars, reared to Him 
Who rules the universe. His creative hand 

Their summits built, to tower above the dim 
Foul superstition of this orient land. 
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Truth's lamp shines feebly over the drear ocean 
Of misbelief, like some lone watch-tower light 

That guides a distant ship's uncertain motion, 

Warning of danger during treacherous night ; 
Or like a star's faint-gleaming spark, 
It but makes manifest the dark 

Cloud unremoved of Error's Stygian gloom ; 

How rarely in these realms is heard Truth's voice ; 

And roses in the sultry desert bloom. 
And places of waste solitude rejoice. 

Rare is the gospel pearl throughout this realm 

In gems and gold abundant ; ever seems 
The pall of darkness ready to o'erwhelm 

The ray of light which still, though faintly, gleams. 
Hear ye, O mountains, the Lord's controversy 

With these soul-darkened races that despise 
The lavish offer of his love and mercy ! 

But, lo, what scenes my mental sight descries 
Amid these regions vast and grand! 
Here Ganges' ample sti'eams expand, 
Forth issuing from their arch of glacial snow : 

Here Brahmaputra's trinal waters glide 
'Twixt precipices, as they downward go 

To lave far plains of empire rich and wide. 

Lo, here tree-girt Sansdarrah's roof of rock. 
With pillared stalactites, ethereal hangs, 

Whence dropping with unintermitting shock, 
A glittering shower within its basin clangs. 

Here Pabur, cataract-king stupendous, pouring 
His liquid volume from aerial steep. 



58 THE HIMALAYA MOUNTAINS. 

Hears with delight his waters, boiling, roaring, 
At the far end of their adventurous leap. 
Dwawalagiri, craggy, high, 
Here towers nighest to the sky. 
Here is the broad-leaved oak, the resinous pine ; 

The birch with pensile branch, and silvery stem. 
In some transcendent solitude divine ; 
And rhododendron's purplish paly gem. 

Here wild bees hum ; here the black-visaged ape. 

As in the chestnut-groves of bright Cashmere, 
Chatters ; and other beasts of various shape 

Dwell where their slopes these kingly mountains 
rear: 
And 'mid the summits of Sivalik regions, 

In lone recess, the elephantine bone 
Lies strange, 'mong relics heaped of bestial legions 

Of elder Time, naked, and turned to stone ; 
The perished alligator's skull. 
With deep eye-holes ; and like the hull 
Of some wrecked vessel, the tremendous frame 

Of Mammoth, that perchance stalked on the earth, 
Before the universal flood of waters came, 

With other monsters of primeval birth. 



II. 

Like some far-spread horizon-bounded ocean, 
O'er which the stormy winds descending sweep. 

Until the waves 'neath their tempestuous motion 
Mark with alternate chasm and ridge the deep ; 
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So Himalaya ranges far extending, 

Height beyond height, with steep ravines between, 
Until where, in the sky earth's limit ending, 

Dwawalagiri's snowy peak is seen. 
Dense forest clothes the craggy sides 
Of lower summits ; swiftly glides 
'Neath walls of rock the frequent river's flow : 

But long beyond, in distance white and cold. 
Rises the realm of ever-during snow. 

Above green vegetation's fruitful mould. 

Ascend the pass to Jumna's gushing source : 

A torrent rushes between rugged rocks ; 
Bridges of fir-tree rudely span its course 

Of waters roaring over stony blocks ; 
There mulberry trunks their verdant boughs ex- 
tending 

The adventurer shelter, offering shade for rest, 
While beetling crags above, like ill impending, 

The spirit awe. There is a terrace drest 
With chestnut trees of noble size. 
Round which the cumbrous rough rock lies ; 
And far below see, like enchanted halls, 

The forest spaces ; precipices drear, 
From which loud cataract to cataract calls. 

While far aback the snow-clad heights appear : — 

The snow-clad heights, which, when the shade of night 
Is passing, dawn from out the morning gray 

With icy outline ; soon, an amber light 

Invests their summits with the growing day; 
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Then cold and silvery, still, and whitely gleaming, 

They mark the increasing empire of the sun, 
As o'er this clime he lifts his orb bright-beaming ; 

And when his fixt diurnal task is done. 
And grateful evening's deep rose-bloom 
Precedes the swift-advancing gloom 
Of ebon night, a crimson flush imbues 

The glittering whiteness of the lofty peaks ; 
Whilst airs delicious fragrancy diffuse. 

And Nature rest and renovation seeks. 

Spacious abodes of beast and bird ; — the hawk 

Wheels in high circles o'er the forest hill ; 
The yak, the goat, the sheep, the musk-deer walk 

These paths ; and flowers of every colour fill 
Each lower slope, and trailers climbing, clinging. 

Enfold the crags, between whose clefts deep-riven, 
Enormous trees abroad their vast arms flinging. 

Rear high their bulk into the air of heaven. 
Here, here, luxuriant Nature pours 
Her richest and her sweetest stores ; 
Gentian, or tulip starred, or blushing rose, 

Paint the rich soil ; fruit-laden trees abound. 
Below the line of chill enduring snows; 

Or strawberries incarnadine the ground. 

Heights of old Asia glorious and unchanging ! 

Weakly imagination can portray 
The heartfelt pleasure and delight of ranging 

Your regions, 'neath the eye of eastern day : 
The soul soars ever, when it views your mountains 

Point skyward, and, as some deep mystery. 
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Traces great rivers to their secret fountains, 
Which feed the mighty streams incessantly. 
Scenes fairer, calmer, take the sight ; 
The chieftain's lawn and castled height. 
The hill-chikor, the partridge black, or pheasant 
Arrest the ear with whirr or woodland notes ; 
And, chance, along steep path a swarthy peasant 
Of strange aspect conducts his long-horned goats. 

VIOLETTA. 

Again the two gray massive towers, the city old, 

I see. 
Where Violetta dwelt who held my bosom's empery. 
Thoughts of departed gladness, 
In Memory's store, are sadness ; 
Sere withered petals of the flower that bloomed en- 
chantingly. 

The snowdrop's pearly pendants hung above the 

garden mould ; 
The crocus had unfolded its deep cells of virgin gold, 
Which, group'd in yellow clusters 
Of bright earth-starring lustres, 
Within their fair recesses the wandering bee enfold ; — 

When first with Violetta in Elysian fields I strayed ; 
On the hill's romantic summit; in elfin woodland 
glade ; 

While love my soul entrancing, 
And Nature's wealth enhancing, 
In brighter tints the glory of the sweet spring-time 
arrayed. 
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When sable Night, swift-striding in the track of 

Evening gray, 
Was treading out the faintly glimmering embers of 
the day, 

The hours on silken pinions 
Flew to the Past's dominions, 
While we read the classic story, or poet's passioned 
lay. 

Oft, wrapt in mute enchantment, on her rich-toned 

voice I hung. 
While, in concert to her harp, some chivalric lay she 
sung. 

Within my ear still lingers 
An air which, 'neath her fingers. 
From the instrument of music with warbling sweet- 
ness rung. 

Above the city, on the hill, abode my heart's fair 

queen : 
Behind the house, low in the vale, the river's silver 
sheen. 

With broad and snake-like bending 
Through pastoral meadows wending, 
From the ivy-clustered arbour, at the garden's end, 
is seen. 

Her smile was like a sunny ray that breaks from 

clouded skies ; 
Her rare bright blush, in colour, like a rose of 

Paradise ; 
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Her form all grace and lightness ; 
Her countenance all brightness ; 
And, oh ! what language could express the meaning 
of her eyes? 

Disappointment and vexation merest words are to 

a child, 
But hard realities to one whom woman has beguiled 
With hopes of the possession 
(Delight beyond expression !) 
Of a being fair and loving, of a flow' ret in life's wild. 

Alas ! our hearts were rent asunder after heartfelt bliss. 

Alas! nor mutual feeling, nor gift, nor rapturous kiss, 
Nor words of promise plighted, 
Could keep those hearts united. 

Some fate malign that arrow caused the golden spot 
to miss. 

O treacherous and delusive fate! on a beguiling sea 
The sanguine mariner set sail, heedless of destiny ; 
But found himself deluded 
By false hope, when protruded 
By hoarse and ravenous waters on a shore of misery. 

Mine was a soul that gathered strength from buffets 

of the world, 
And its banner independent with stronger will 
unfurled, 

In greater self-reliance. 
Bidding with scorn defiance 
To all venom-tincted darts that against it could be 
hurled. 
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From sorrow springs endurance, and the mind that 

strongly copes 
With grief, constructs a fortress from the ruin of its 
hopes : 

The weak mind, sorrow-bhghted, 
In its own gloom benighted. 
Ever, like bat or owlet, in Despair's dim cavern mopes. 

Ay, jest about a woman's slight! — 'tis no slight stroke 

to bear ! — 
I strove the roots of passion from my bleeding breast 
to tear. 

To brood upon a trouble 
Only makes sorrow double ; 
So, with the strain of Partant potir la Syrie in my 
ear, 

I left the shores of England, careless of malignant 

star, 
To mingle in the havoc, the shout, the blaze, of war, 
When France and England, heeding 
Justice for Turkey pleading. 
Defied the low-browed serfs who spread the empire 
of the Czar. 

Then (unfamiliar to my ear) I heard the bursting 

shell, 
The knell of cannon-thunder, and the Muscovites' 
wild yell, 

And saw destructive lightning 
The pall of darkness brightening. 
When night-aggressors came against our trenches 
guarded well. 
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Until that glorious struggle's end in Freedom's rank 

I fought, 
And the ardour of the contest to grief nepenthe 
brought ; 

While on our flags alighted 
Winged Victory, and requited 
The purpose which to quell the pride of a false tyrant 
sought. 

At length, within the hyacinth shade of Peace again 

I rest, 
With every one, save only one, of life's chief blessings 
blest. 

From war's sublimer terrors, 
From blind love's cruel errors, 
I have gained a stoic temper that I had not else 
possessed. 

Yet, that glimpse of Violetta seems like an Eden spot 
In life. Sometimes, in thought, I say, ' If it had 
been my lot 

To find realization 
Of one bright expectation. 
What happiness might have been mine, which now, 
alas! is not.' 

THE KBW YEAR. 

The New Year in his cradle lies. 

Beneath a coverlet of snow ; 
His face is fair, bright are his eyes. 

Though keen through sunless wintry skies 

The northern breezes blow. 
F 
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The Months around in order stand, 

His various ministers of state ; 
And numerous Days, a shadowy band ; 
And swift Hours ranged 'neath their command, 

In watchful legions wait. 

Wise seers and prophetesses sing 

In verse alternate fateful lays ; 
And with a joyous welcoming, 
Their sweet harps rival minstrels string, 

And songs of triumph raise. 

But like a phantom on the heath, 

Beneath the cold moon's pallid ray. 
Or ghost that flits, when vital breath 
Is hushed at the approach of Death, 
The Old Year glode away. 

On thee. New Year, may He bestow 
Rich gifts, who rules the orbs sublime; 

In joy and plenty may'st thou grow, 

And with fresh blessings overflow, 
Thou latest-born of Time. 

PIXIES' PAELOUK. 

' Whom the untaught Shepherds call 
Pixies in their madrigal.' — Coleridge. 

Small and lowly is the portal 

Of the rocky woodland cell, 
Which the pixy race immortal 

Haunt, as rural legends tell : 
In this quaint romantic grotto who can prove they 
do not dwell.? 
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Lo, the cavern dim and lonely 

Darkens in the sand-rock's side, 
Vocal with the murmurs only 

Of yon stream which seems to hide, 
Or of winds which roar when angry, but which 
whisper pacified. 

Ivy, holm, and tufted grasses 

On the sand-rock's summit grow ; 

And the gnarled and wreathed masses 

Of a dwarf-oak's limbs bend low 

O'er its front, like twining serpents agonized with 

deadly throe. 

All its secrets it confesses 

Not at once. With curious eye 
You must scan the quaint recesses 
Of its hollow privacy ; — 
A small crypt with ribbM butments fashioned rudely, 
ruggedly. 

From the sand-rock's excavation 

Distant but a single mile. 
Stands a hill, the fitting station 
Of an ancient sacred pile 
To the Mary dedicated whom we ' virgin-mother ' 
style. 

Though five centuries have fleeted 
Since it rose, it time doth mock. 
Strong as when at first completed, 
As though from a single block. 
Wall, and roof, and deep foundation, it were hewn 
of solid rock. 

F a 
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Massive are its two grey towers, 

Where the chattering daws resort, 
Where they build their airy bowers, 
Where they flit in bickering sport, 
Where upon the dizzy battlements they strut with 
fearless port. 

There the bells in airy mansion 

Strike, and chime, and ring, and toll ; 
Far and wide through air's expansion 
Their sonorous clangours roll, 
As they tell of time's divisions, human joys, or parted 
soul. 

There the windows' coloured glory. 

Rich with splendent imag'ries, 
Blazons many a sacred story 
From the Book of Mysteries, 
And enshrines of saints and martyrs everlasting 
memories. 

There, where light is gloomed to sadness, 

Sounds of penitential hymn. 
Or thanksgiving's song of gladness, 

Wander through its spaces dim, 
Over monumental effigies quaint-graven, face and limb. 

Yet perchance that haunt of fairies 
Darkened in the sand-rock's side. 
Ere the old church called St. Mary's 
Rose in architectural pride. 
To adorn the pastoral region whfere the Otter's waters 
glide. 
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I embrace the superstition 

Which such occupants assigned 
To this cave. What apparition 
Wrought upon the rustic's mind, 
Who first named this woodland grotto as the home 
of fairy-kind ? 

Surely he, when hither plodding 

On some evening long ago, 
O'er his heavy paces nodding. 
Heard amazed a music low; — 
Saw the shapes of Pixies glancing in their cavern's 
lustrous glow : 

For the elfin lamps were gleaming 

In each hollow deep recess ; 
And the revellers were beaming 
With crystalline tints, no less 
Brilliant than the hues which jewels or the fairest 
flowers possess : 

Shone a shaft of wei'rd lustre 

From the cave far through the night ; 
And as motes in sunbeams cluster. 
So the Pixies in that light 
Hovered, or like thoughts that mingle in a passion of 
delight : 

And within that beam resplendent 

Viewed he them on bush and spray. 
Like clear dew-drops iridescent 
In the sun's new-risen ray. 
Or like gold-winged finches clinging to the teazles 
spiked and gray. 
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Mindless of the frown of Science, 

And her philosophic scorn, 
Still the rustic puts reliance 
In traditions which adorn 
His plain life with flowers of fancy ; — poppies red 'mid 
homely corn. 

Fruit, which, leaves and branches screening, 

'Scapes the apple-gatherer's gaze. 
And becomes an after-gleaning 
In the late October days, 
Past the end of apple-harvest, is the 'Pixy Hoard,' 
he says. 

Oft the tale has been related 

How some wight was ' pixy-led,' 
When returning home belated ; 
And, with spell-bewildered head, 
Was forced unending mazes o'er some well-known 
field to tread. 

Let no sceptics' sneers affright ye. 

Pixies, heed not what they deem ; 
If this cavern still delight ye, 

Here, beside your wonted stream. 
Trace, as erst, your circlets on the mead 'neath moon- 
light's silvery gleam : 

Or when moonlight fails, and vapours 

Blind the starry midnight sky. 
In your parlour light your tapers. 
Wake your elfin minstrelsy, 
Weave the wild capricious dances of your weird 
festivity. 
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A SEA VIEW. 

Tinged with the lustrous blue of Springtide skies, 

The sea's expanse like molten silver lies, 

Before shore-skirting cliffs of bulky form, 

The isle's strong rampart against ocean storm, 

With mighty shoulders stretching inward far, 

Like crouching giants who impending war 

Await : and lo, upon the far-seen brine. 

Balanced on steady keel, tall ships recline, 

Like phantom spirits of that element, 

On various mission hither, thither, sent; 

Resting they seem, or gliding easily 

Over the yielding surface of the sea. 

Which, scarcely heaving, yet, from time to time, 

Sends solemnly its far-heard voice sublime 

Up to the seaside dells. To him who hears 

The distant echoed roar, the sound appears 

Just like — at each majestic period. 

In the speech of some haranguing demigod. 

Such as Demosthenes, or Cicero, 

Those mighty speakers of time long ago — 

Mellowed by distance, the hoarse murmuring noise 

Of the attentive crowd's applauding voice. 

The sea has smoothed its floor of silvery blue, 
A pleasing vision to the distant view, 
Smiling at rest within its channelled lair; 
And when beneath the amphitheatre 
Of barren cliffs, you pace the pebbly beach. 
And mark with what a lingering effort each 
Dull wave is lifted by the ocean's throes, 
From the untroubled dream of its repose, 
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You are aware how the gigantic strength 
Of the sea's liquid vastness has at length 
Subsided, even to sluggish weariness, 
After tumultuous frantic restlessness. 

The cliffs are lined with grass and shrubs relieving 
Their bare uncouthness ; robes of Nature's weaving 
Their nakedness conceal : with headlong fall, 
A runnel, pouring down the cliffs rough wall, 
Is broken into powdery drops on stones, 
'Gainst which it vents its puny cries and groans ; 
And all-unconscious seems to emulate 
Man's passions battling 'gainst the stress of Fate. 

THE CLIFFS. 

In the afternoon of a refreshing day, 

Toward the end of soft and bloomy May, 

I walked upon the cliffs which overhang 

The ocean's vastness ; at their bases rang 

The echoing waves, broken at intervals 

In conflict vain with those enduring walls. 

A path the rough ledge skirted where I kept 

My paces, and as leisurely I stept 

Along its windings, oft beneath was seen 

The water of the sea, chill, clear, and green. 

Covering, like glass, its floor of rock and sand. 

Patched with dark weeds which 'neath the brine 

expand. 
Sometimes a whitely blossoming hawthorn hedge 
So veiled the precipice's ragged edge. 
That, but for the lone intermitting noise 
Of the rock-lashing water's surgy voice, 
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Scarcely you would believe on the other side 
Was nought except bare rock and barren tide ; 
But, resting under boughs, upon a stile, 
Imagine you were inland many a mile. 
Elsewhere the cliff's verge, chasmed with frequent 

rift, 
Was graced with tufts of pinkly flowering thrift ; 
And furze-bushes, which evermore erect 
Sharp spikes, their golden treasure to protect; 
And trefoil on whose lithe green stalks arise 
Grouped radiant shapes like yellow butterflies. 
Some recent showers had refreshed the shoots 
Of the new corn springing from fibrous roots, 
And, 'mong the spear-like green blades closely reared, 
The early poppy's scarlet flaunt appeared ; 
And one bright wheat-patch, like an emerald, shone 
Upon the stern cliff's rugged brows alone, 
'Yond which the footpath, serpentlike, went down. 
Throughout a slope, with thick furze overgrown. 
And purple spots of clustered heather bells. 
Which downward hang their tender-tinted cells. 

Where the steep height thus slopingly declined. 
And the deep path with gentle flexure twined, 
I stopped, and sat with Solitude alone. 
On the ascent of her aerial throne; 
Beneath lay ocean's undulating plain. 
With here a greenish, there a purplish stain : 
A flock of dark and long-necked cormorants 
Flew to and fro over their watery haunts. 
Then sinking settled on the far profound; 
Poised on grey wings, sea-gulls flew eddying round. 
With clamorous complaint, a never-ceasing sound. 
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There, as I sat, I seemed as in a trance. 
Uplifted to behold the countenance 
Of ocean's beauty from this seat sublime, 
In all the glory of its Maytide time ; 
And sitting, I began to meditate 
On what might be the spirit's future state, 
At present prisoned in a narrow bound 
Of flesh, which slowly creeps upon the ground, 
Far less ethereal than the bird on wing 
Sweeping afar in airy wandering. 
And screaming fearless over wave and crag. 
Or resting safe on some aerial jag 
Of rocky wall ; and how, when unalloyed 
With flesh, 'and loosed upon the ether void. 
The soul might with celestial vigour pierce 
Through widest regions of the universe, 
And, soaring 'mong the bright innumerous stars. 
Attain the utmost verge of vast creation's bars. 
Lifting my eyes from lowly neighbour flower. 
Bright-tinted, I could see a distant tower. 
With many houses round about it thronging, 
Lying, 'mid shelving cliffs, in peace belonging 
To soft seclusion; and far coast extending 
In purple shadowy lines of lengthened bending. 
Ah ! surely some celestial guide invites 
Man to fruition of such beauteous sights, 
Enticing him to leave the world of care, 
And upward climb to the diviner air 
Of lofty summits where, on buoyant wings 
Of rapture, the glad spirit mounts and sings. 
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Star of beauty, shining bright 
In the sky's ethereal height; 

Lamp of dusky eve ; 
Herald fair of Night and Sleep, 
Bidding eyes forbear to weep. 

Hearts forget to grieve. 

Heavenly pearl of faultless grace, 
In the hollow gulf of space 

Eminent alone, 
'Mid the music of the spheres. 
Made to bless immortal ears. 

Sweetest sounds thy tone. 

Glittering in the vast inane. 
First of all the starry train, 

Thou declarest to man 
Mysteries of good and ill, 
Wonders of creative skill. 

Nature's matchless plan. 

Though the tongues of men rehearse 
Language which old Babel's curse 

With confusion mars ; 
Every race in every land 
May the voices understand 

Of the nightly stars. 
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THE KIVER OTTER. 

The silvery river, gliding softly, takes 

An easy journey to the sea, and makes 

Its sinuous liquid progress by the side 

Of a long hill, with slopes diversified. 

And walls of red rock perpendicular, 

Along the edge of waters stretching far. 

Upon the grassy slopes are bushes seen, 

At intervals, of ruscus darkly green ; 

And the fair upright holly rears amid 

The baser briers its verdant pyramid : 

And oft upon the ridge, the dazzled sight 

Gold furze-flowers, with their yellow flush, delight : 

And many a forest pillar stands between 

The low hill's summit and the waters sheen. 

Upon the ridge are oak-trees, which have doft 

Their summer foliage ; and, like velvet, soft, ^^ 

A mossy green-sward : thence, with various bends, 

A row of beeches and gnarled oaks ascends 

Unto the crowning summit, whence a view 

Of sea-side cliffs, but not of the sea's blue. 

Is gained ; and there a red-brick lordly home 

Gleams through the loop-hole boughs, and other some 

More humble dwellings. On the higher bank 

Of the stream, past the double oaken rank, 

And the long line of hill, are craggy rocks 

With furze and ivy clad ; the river mocks. 

Glancing beneath, the live enamelling 

Of mosses green, which at their bases cling. 
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And their red-ribbed sides and foliaged heads ; 
But when the westering sun a full jet sheds, 
Across the water, of unclouded light, 
Striking against the crags, and kindling bright 
The magic mirror-surface of the stream, 
Most vivid then the imaged colours gleam. 
So that a brighter counterpart they seem. 

Beyond the mound-path, on the other side 
Of the soft-flowing stream, are meadows wide. 
Deformed with patches harsh of tufted reed. 
Where herds of dun or spotted cattle feed : 
And here and there a plashy pool is seen, 
Varying the sameness of the level green. 
And picturing within its mirror bright 
The canopy of heaven, blue and white. 
But higher up, ■'twixt sheltering hedge-row trees. 
Appear the snowy fronts of cottages. 
And when the tide is out, and mudbanks bare, 
Black-plumaged rooks, white gulls, together fare. 
Strutting about the slimy broad expanse, 
And uttering their clamorous dissonance : 
The slaty heron also at their feast 
Is present, a tall self-invited guest, 
And thrusting its long legs in the brackish mud. 
And stretching its lean neck over the flood. 
Beyond, grey heaps of beached stones arise. 
The seaward land's extremest boundaries ; 
And distantly sky-joining last of all. 
Is reared the ocean^s crisped cerulean wall. 
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The sun is faded from the tranquil west, 

Like some great spirit in oblivion sealed ; 
And slumbrous Amphitritfe's heaving breast 

Through the fine film of twilight is revealed : 
Soft-pencilled lines of distant coast appear, 

Like slate-hued shades skirting the far-off tide ; 
And darker promontories jut more near, 

In bold relief of harsher tint descried : 
One solitary ship floats at the extreme 
Of the dark headland, like a shape of dream. 

Hushed is the air, and scarcely heard the sound 

Of chilly waves rippling against the shore : 
Spirits of peace are hovering around 

On downy pinions, visiting once more 
Care-ruffled mind, and anxious thought-worn brain : 

An interval of infant-breathing calm 
Succeeds to garish day, and ere a chain 

Of sleep enclasp the spirit, magic balm 
Distils, and tempers to a restful sense 

The soul with its benignest influence. 

The sky's vast darkling concave coldly blue 
Hangs, oh, how breathlessly ! and duskier fall 

Shadows of deepening night, whose sombre hue 
Provokes the brilliance of ethereal 

Lamps spangling heaven. Diligent Naiads pour 
Their constant offering to the Ocean-deep, 
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Where bright-haired Nereids their exhaustless store 

Of briny streams in swollen profusion heap ; 
And where a dark rock looms, the sea-nymphs greet 
Their river-sisters, and embracing meet. 
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Walking in a dream, I tread 
A narrow pathway; overhead 
Hang a copse's varied boughs. 
Hushed in stillest soft repose. 
Now I wander on until 
Up the slant side of a hill 
I have climbed, where fir-trees crown 
The airy summit. There have grown 
Pillars high with dark-green roof. 
Standing majestic, and aloof: 
Hard fir-cones lie scattered there, 
And pale bristly foliage sere. 
Thickly shed, year after year. 
'Neath this dome of firs I sit, 
And delighted see from it 
The setting sun's gorgeous eclipse, 
As his orb descending dips 
Below the far horizon's rim. 
And bright-eyed day to evening dim 
Gently yields, with coloured glow, 
From the west departing slow. 
Hist ! aerial whispers come 
Underneath the fir-tree's dome, 
Of evening breeze, or spirit, who 
Lingers ere he passes through 
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This sylvan palace, to enchant, 
The mortals found in his lone haunt 
With such magic, that they seem 
In a dream within a dream. 



OVID. 

Bewildered in a land of dreams, 
'Mid wizard forests, vales, and streams, 
I met with one, who had the mien 
And raiment of an eastern queen. 

She showed me, hanging on the wall 
Of a lone mansion's spacious hall, 
A tablet which a fi'ame of gold 
Girt with device of curious mould. 

She touched the tablet with a wand ; 
No limner's wonder-working hand 
Could paint such scenes as thereon grew 
Of changing form and varying hue : 

The town, the river, and the plain 
Of Priam's wide-renowned domain; 
Tombs, forests, mounts ; and distantly 
A skirting of the deep-blue sea: 

Eke Acheloiis, in the sight 
Of fields ^toHan, by the might 
Of strong Alcides overborne. 
Lamenting for his broken horn : 
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Sad Ariadne on the beach, 
Outstretching hands that fain would reach 
The sailing vessel, still in view, 
Of iEgeus ' son, to her untrue : 

Sweet Enna's flowret-sprinkled lea, 
In the famed isle of Sicily : 
And, with her maidens, Proserpine 
There wandering 'neath a sky benign : 

Upon the yellow desert sand 
Of Egypt old, the structures grand 
Of Pyramids, that rise sublime, 
And undemolished mock at Time : 

And eke a vale of Arcady, 
And shepherds piping 'neath a tree; 
And youths and maidens in a dance 
Joined, on a smooth lawn's green expanse 

Athene's proud sky-piercing towers ; 
Thessalian Tempe's pleasant bowers ; 
Eurotas in the Spartan fields ; 
And temples hung with votive shields : 

Of Lapithae, and Centaurs rude, 
Over their cups, the deadly feud ; 
The tragic fate of fair Lucreece ; 
And Colchis of the golden fleece : 

The noble Argonautic crew. 
Sailing upon the waters blue; 
Stern Hercules, with eyes of fire ; 
And Orpheus, of the tender lyre : 
G 
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And human shapes, by Fate's decree, 
Transformed to stone, or brute, or tree ; 
And Phaeton, for mischief done, 
Hurled from the chariot of the sun : 

The she-wolf with the infant pair 
Of brothers, in her forest lair; 
Ajax, amidst the Grecian band. 
Debating on the Phrygian strand : 

Eke Venus drawn by fluttering doves, 
With hovering train of little Loves ; 
The spectral end of Romulus ; 
And fell mischance of Cephalus : 

Proud Tarquin, and the Sibyl's tome ; 
The holidays of ancient Rome ; 
The Saturnalia's carnival ; 
And Pales' shepherd festival : 

Helen, the rose of Grecian dames ; 
The town of Troy inwrapt by flames ; 
^neas scaped from tempest sore. 
And landed on Carthago's shore. 

These scenes and many more I saw, 
Of pleasure, wonder, grief, or awe ; 
All which that tablet strange portrayed 
In picture varying displayed. 

Then, as a diver suddenly 
Comes to the surface of the sea 
From gurgling depths of waters riven, 
And breathes again the air of heaven, 
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The land of dreams I left afar, 
And saw the stedfast morning star 
Shining, and could no more peruse 
Enchanted scenes of Ovid's muse. 
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A SOLEMN bird is the owl brown ; 
No judge on bench, no priest in gown, 
Hath aspect more sedate than he 
Sitting by day within a tree. 

A jovial bird is the owl gay; 
The livelong night to him is day : 
He cheerly chants, when night is still, 
Too-whoo, Too-whoo, from tower or hill. 

Wisdom's goddess of old preferred 
To every other fowl this bird, 
Who sees in darkness like the wise, 
And uses best by night his eyes. 

Some augurers of little skill 
Have thought the owl an omen ill ; 
But ever has grave Wisdom's mien 
To Ignorance a bugbear been. 

How deeply he appears to think. 
When in the sun his great eyes blink. 
As if he could not language find 
To match the sapience of his mind. 
G % 
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His mood the brown owl changes still, 
According to his wisdom's will, 
From gay to grave, from grave to gay, 
As day night follows, and night day. 



LIFE. 

Swift years the warmth of passion quell, 
And disenchant Youth's flowery spell 

Which emulates the rose ; 
Yet, oft serenity they bring. 
And fan the soul, with soothing wing, 

To undisturbed repose : 

So, when the sun has sunk to rest, 
And in the chamber of the west 

Eve's curtains are outspread ; 
Fairer, meseems, than noontide rays, 
The occidental sky displays 

Soft tints of blue and red. 
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The wind is lamentably raving 
O'er the rough December sea. 

Whose wild and restless tides are laving 
The vexed shores incessantly. 

Darkness, the store of night's dim quiver, 
Covers mount, and moor, and fen. 

Forest, and vale, and gliding river, 
Busy martj and ways of men. 
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Say, is there not a mournful pleasure 

For the melancholy mind 
In troubled ocean's midnight measure, 

In the murmur of the wind ? 

Water and air, in wild commotion, 

Waging elemental strife, 
In concert are with truest notion 

Of the mystery of life. 

O life ! O scene of perturbation ! 

Fancied bliss, and real grief! 
O wilderness of stern probation ! 

Weary pilgrimage and brief! 

Where love and hate, and mirth and sorrow, 

Cypresses and roses meet ; 
Where to-day's hope proves false to morrow ; 

Where all joy is incomplete. 

Like bells which peal with muffled knelling, 
Nature's strange and dreary sounds 

Seem evermore of evil telling, 
Which our mortal lot surrounds. 
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The filmy veil of evening dims the sky 
Which overhangs the plains of Italy; 
A land where beauty lingers 'mid decay. 
Gilding the ruins of a former day ; 
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The soft dew noiselessly distilled falls down 
Upon the darkened foliage olive-brown; 
And twilight shadows steep with dusky hues 
A ruined house forlorn with man's disuse. 
Yet once, though now oblivion's dull retreat, 
It was the chosen and the favourite seat 
Of rank and wealth, as marble blocks attest, 
Some yet conjoined, some severed from the rest ; 
And still a silent witness testifies 
That tasteful art this structure bade arise ; 
For yet a human figure, long agone 
Wrought in relief upon a tablet stone, 
Reclines above a reservoir, now dry, 
Which no hand cares with water to supply. 
How frowns amid decay the ruined mass 
Of stone o'errun with lichens and rank grass, 
And lonesome with the shade preceding night, 
Which suits it better than the midday light. 
Bedded in grass is many a fallen block, 
Which erst was hewn out of the stubborn rock : 
The deep recesses dark with shadowy gloom 
Are sombre as the entrance of a tomb ; 
The shapely sculptured ornaments which art 
Devised, a richer beauty to impart 
To its unique design, battered and rent. 
Are monuments of labour idly spent. 
The toad here has her cell ; its nest the bat ; 
In subterranean holes foul adders squat; 
Around are forest trees tangled and rude ; 
Few feet invade this haunt of Solitude, 
Whose voice, appealing to the inner sense, 
Here exercises its mute eloquence. 
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Beyond the distant purple hills day's eye 
Is shutting where the blue clouds hang on high ; 
And one last ruddy flush, postponing night, 
Rests softly on the farthest hilltop's height. 



TO CHARLOTTE. 

Have you ne'er read, in some old ballad lay, 
How once a minstrel, having lost his way 
Upon a brown hill's summit, chanced to find 
A beauteous lady wonderfully kind ; 
A lady clad in robe of silken green, 
A Dian without bow and quiver seen. 
Who took him to her house of witchery, 
Like those glass domes of modern pageantry ; 
And kept him there beguiled with pleasant sight. 
And music's dulcet sound, and love's delight. 
Passing voluptuous hours and blissful days. 
Within the region of the queen of fays ; 
Under the coolest shade of leafy bowers 
In gardens perfumed with unearthly flowers, 
Lulled by the sound of murmuring cascades, 
And songs of birds thrilling enchanted glades? 

If, Charlotte, you this tale of fairy-land 
Have read, you easily will understand 
The happy state of mind to which your kindness 
Has brought me out of realms of woe and blindness ; 
With what serene delight to you I turn 
My thoughts, who in my heart your form inurn. 
Like a saint's image set in sacred shrine. 
And by its votaries deemed half divine. 
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But vainly do the workings of my pen 
Strive to display^ before your spirit's ken, 
The height of happiness to which I'm brought 
By pleasant interchange of word and thought 
With you, by me beloved above your sex 
So powerful to comfort or to vex. 

When man was first made, after all the rest 
Of living creatures^ woman was the best 
Helper he had next to the Deity ; 
But when she swerved from her integrity. 
To man in all creation was no curse, 
Next the arch-fiend himself, than woman worse. 
So is it even now. Experience 
Can testify that this is no pretence : 
Oft penury, and suicide, and madness, 
And deep despair, are fruits of woman's badness, 
Who by delusive arts some wretch decoys, 
In baleful fetters binds, and then destroys : 
But of the choicest gifts that gladden life 
Is none more precious than a virtuous wife, 
Who, by her irreproachable behaviour. 
Becomes to man a secondary saviour. 
This truth, with which my mind has been impressed. 
In verse I roughly have to you expressed ; 
And if the sketch correct, though bare, you find, 
You can complete the shading tovour mind. 

Thinking of you, dear Charlotte, yesterday. 
With inward talk I solaced my lone way ; 
On rainbow hues of hopefulness intent, 
Along our pleasantest field-path I went— 
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Where, on one side, the landscape nature fills 

With undulating ridges of green hills, 

Upon whose slopes are verdurous lawns, and trees, 

And scattered mansions fair, and cottages — 

Toward a village 'neath the leafy shade 

Of clustering elms in still seclusion laid. 

That lonely walk was fraught with pleasant change, 

For now I came upon a massive grange. 

And now I crossed a lane along which grew 

Of stubborn oaks a rugged avenue ; 

And then I found so strange, so lone, a place; 

It seemed an outskirt of the human race : 

And then, above the hedges, villas white, 

Or distant church-tower, rose and met my sight: 

There between hollow banks a streamlet ran, 

Shrouding and shrinking from the gaze of man, 

Through meadows shelving in a green recess. 

Where Nature seemed to hoard her loveliness. 

And there were tokens of the peasant's care. 

Who takes the bounty of the closing year, 

When Autumn's softest pencillings are revealed 

Upon the furze-clad moor and stubble field. 

And wooded hill that swells to meet the sky. 

Standing aloof in sylvan majesty. 

Believe me, Charlotte, who suppose, I guess. 
That love with me is love in idleness, 
Though I delight Nature's fair face to view, 
Much more delight it is to think of you. 
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Where above blocks of brown and rugged stone, 
'Twixt which the waters foam, and whirl, and dash, 

So brightly gleam^ when summer hues are gone, 
The scarlet berries of the mountain ash, 

With massy walls and battlemented towers 

The castle, of a race of old renown. 
In sunshine smiles, or, when the dark sky lowers 

With gloomy shadowing clouds, appears to frown. 

Inmates of that strong fort, well-known to glory. 
Stern wielders of the war-axe and the lance, 

Have stemmed the rush of foes in combat gory. 
In Scotland's realm, or on the plains of France. 

The blue which north-winds rouse, or Zephyr lulls. 
Can tell how o'er its breast they used to roam, 

Ere, leaving their brine-sodden blackened hulls, 
They sought in Gallic fields a settled home. 

Calmly yon river, which with errant maze 

Has coursed through woods, 'twixt precipices steep, 

Hei'e laves the meadow wide where cattle graze 
Beneath the hill that bears the towered keep. 

And in the summer, — while the waters chime 
In gentle cataracts, with pleasant sound, — 

Rejoicing in their blushing July prime. 
The briery pink wild-roses bloom around. 
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The seasons change, the night succeeds to day, 
And day to night. No morn that hfts the veil 

Of darkness from the earth, shall e'er display 
A fairer face or form than thine, AdMe! 

Last relic of that proud and warlike race; 

Sole blossom left upon the noble tree 
Which, 'gainst the shocks of fate, with strength and 
grace 

Has flourished many a stormy century! 

What various flowers, from spring to winter, bloom 
High on the bosom of that rugged height. 

Beneath the massive walls whose sullen gloom 
They temper with their flush of beauty bright! 

I loved AdMe! What wonder that I loved 
Her, than whom fairer maiden ne'er was seen? 

Who every heart to soft emotion moved, 

As though she wore the zone of beauty's Queen. 

Awhile I kept the flame of love concealed. 
Nor to such lofty beauty dared aspire : 

At last, to her my passion I revealed. 

Urged by the sting of heart-consuming fire. 

O sweet, yet strange ! I wooed the peerless maid ; 

Nor she my humbly-earnest pleading spurned ; 
But gave me hope, — hope destined not to fade ; 

And crowned that hope with love for love returned. 

O fortunate, that priceless prize to gain ! 

For sweet Ad^le is good as she is fair: 
The lens of strictest Scrutiny in vain 

Might search in her true heart for Falsehood's lair. 
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How unlike her who, seemingly benign, 
Regardless casts love's venom-tincted dart, 

Seeking to gain for her unworthy shrine 
That saddest votive gift, — a broken heart: 

Who loves to see the frequent altar rise 
Around, in homage to her beauty rare. 

Where for libations tears are poured, and sighs 
For incense breathed by Anguish and Despair : 

Whose soul-entrancing fascinating smiles 
To the wan lover baseless hope impart, 

Whilst he believes not that those glittering wiles 
Will steep his life in woe, and rend his heart : 

—A feline beauty smooth, that forest brakes 
Thrids with the noiseless velvet of its paw. 

Prompt to unsheathe, whene'er the blood-thirst wakes, 
The ruthless sharpness of its rending claw : 

— A basilisk that, in an evil hour. 

Fixes the spell of its relentless eye 
Upon its victim destitute of power 

To shun the gaze proclaiming it must die. 

Not such is sweet Adele, within whose breast 
Benevolence and truth supremely reign; 

Who, rather than another's peace molest, 
Would gladly share, or take, another's pain : 

O sweet Ad^le ! her troth to me is pledged : 
She condescends my lonely life to bless : 

And our young Love, though now but newly fledged. 
Is wafting me to higher happiness. 
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There's a vale between the hills, where upsprings a 

slender stream ; 
On the reedy marshy soil you scarce see its waters 

gleam. 

Far in the distance glisten the blue waters of the sea, 
Earth-circling, ever-rolling in their restless liberty. 

From the hill which crowns this vale, they appear 

but a blue haze, 
Like a glimpse, which memory borrows, of deeds 

of other days : 

And beneath the adverse side, like a wall, which rises 

high, 
You may see the lapwings flock, you may hear their 

plaintive cry. 

And the road which skirts the hill, which this valley 

lies beneath. 
On both sides is embroidered with bright tufts of 

purple heath, 

Here and there the golden furze on the hill-side 

hath upsprung, 
Seeming like a costly robe o'er a needy beggar flung. 

There is the rabbit's burrow, whither with quick 

bound he flies, 
When a human form is shown to his glancing bright 

brown eyes. 



94 THE WILD VALLEY. 

And between the distant sea and this valley wild 

are seen 
Trees, amber-coloured cornfields, hedges, pastures 

emerald-green ; 

Where the reaper wields his sickle, or mower whets 

his scythe. 
Or the ploughman cheers his oxen, or milk-maid 

carols blithe. 

There is much of magic stored, in this vale so wild 

and rude, 
For the heart that is awake to the charm of Solitude. 

There's a whisper from the sea, which idea still 

supplies ; 
And an echo from the vale to the whisper that replies ; 

Just as to parted friends a common sigh, or common 

thought, 
On the bright wings of some spirit is mysteriously 

brought. 

There too are human dwellings ; you may see them 
white and brown, 

And the faintly-shadowed form of a dreamlike dis- 
tant town. 

Not far distant is a summit, which rears its bare 

bold brow, 
As scorning the subjection of the cultured fields 

below ; 
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Like independent spirit, which above the mean herd 

climbs ; 
Or olden age heroic looking down on modern times. 

At the head of this wild vale is a small cot, where 

might dwell 
A solitary being, as a hermit in a cell; 

Here feeding his devotion with the ardent thought 

which finds. 
In wildest, strangest, places food for spiritual minds ; 

Which prompted seers and prophets in the desert 

to abide. 
Or wait deep inspiration on the mountain's barren side. 
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O THOUGHT -DISTRACTED mind! that canst not 

choose 
What project to receive, what to refuse ; 

But strugglest ever, 

With vain endeavour. 
The Gordian knot which thee enclasps, to loose. 
And guiding Reason's best advice to use; 

Like the swifts which to and fro 

On their rapid pinions go. 

Turning, wheeling, through the air. 

In a day not overfair; 
Or like the spot, which, luminous, 

Where on water sunbeams fall, 
From a vessel in the house 

Is reflected on a wall, 
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And, — as wandering airs awake, 
From level rest, the mimic lake, 
Dimpling its surface, — hovering low or high, 
Is seen to flicker. 
Slower or quicker. 
Now sinking to the floor, and now the ceiling nigh. 



THE CENOTAPH. 

A GRAVE, by a murderer's hands half-made, 

On Northcote Hill is seen, 
Where tangled briers the dint of the spade 

Hide with a partial screen : 

No corpse was laid in that shallow pit. 
Round which some dwarf oaks throng; 

Yet, like a gloomy character writ, 
'Tis the note of a deed of wrong. 

O, was it wrought in the light of the sun. 

Or 'neath the shade of night? 
Did the murderer leave his work half-done. 

Seized on by force, or fright? 

Tradition tells but a meagre tale 

About this dark affair. 
Muttering something like words which fail 

On currents of the air : 

But the open mouth of the shallow pit 

Still whispers its mystery 
To the conscious gales that over it flit, 

And the vault of the hollow sky. 
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LOVE'S CHAINS. 



Softer than silk, lighter than air, 

Are the chains that lovers wear; 

Finer than the subtle threads 

Which Arachne featly spreads 

In radiated webs, or lines 

Streaming o'er grass when summer shines : 

Softer than cygnet's plumy down. 

Or petal of a rose new-blown ; 

Softer than the tender hue 

Of pink commingling with the blue 

Of evening sky ; or blushing fine 

Bloom of peach or nectarine ; 

Or faint red dye which paints the cell 

Of a hollow wreathed shell ; 

Or rise of slightly changeful blood 

Staining clear cheek of maidenhood ; 

Gentler than mild twilight hour ; 

Or repose of garden bower; 

Or dew descending still and slow ; 

Or lightest tint of Iris' bow ; 

Or morn's gradual flowing light. 

Following tardy ebb of night. 

Only when 'tis tried at length 

To sever them is found their strength : — 

Like links of adamant or steel, 

Or twisted hemp, which stays the keel 

Of some vast naval bulk, they bind 

In one two hearts of human kind. 



H 
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THE FAIKY EING. 

The sky with dusky clouds is overcast, 
Whose fleecy edges silvery moonlight tips, 

As before night's pale queen they travel fast : 
No frost as yet September's blossom nips. 
Where on the lone mysterious mead that dips 

With gentle undulation, far retired 

From noisy city, the rich herbage sips 

Soft-falling dew ; and, seemingly inspired 
By museful spirit, many a stately tree 
Slow waves the folds of its leaf-drapery. 

But see ! what glamour now affronts the eye ! 

What witchery has conjured up the scene ! 
An orb^d radiance beams resplendently 

'Neath an ambrosial oak's broad jagged screen ; 

Like a marsh-meteor settled on the green : 
A jewel on Night's mantle shining fair ; 

It cannot be ! — and yet it is, I ween ! 
— That apparition, dight with lustre rare, — 

A magic cirque whereon the sportive fays 

Thrid their fantastic revel's glittering maze. 

A hundred tapers dart a mimic day. 

Like diamonds sparkling through the dusky night, 
And quite abash the glow-worm's emerald ray, 

Circling the pageant with a ring of light, 

Whose shooting gleams shrill bats and owls affright, 
Dazzling their eyes with hateful brilliance, 

So that afar they wing their silent flight ; 
But lonely Philomel, rapt in a trance 
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Of tempered sorrow, from her customed bower 
Beguiles with melody the dreamful hour. 

Like ladies bright, and gallant cavaliers, 
Upon the sward the puny people meet ; 

And little armoured warriors with their peers 
In games of elfin chivalry compete: 
The grass scarce bends traversed by airy feet, 

In magic ring, while demoiselles and knights 
The intricacies of the dance complete: 

Harmonious strains give zest to their delights : 
Anon they sit at tables richly spread, 
And quaff from crystal cups wine ruby-red. 

But far they fade and vanish quite away, 

Leaving the scene vacant of dance and feast, 
When night recedes at the approach of day 

Brightening with pearly lustre in the East; 

Yet a sign lingers of the revel ceased, 
A ring of darker green upon the grass : 

And those shall wonder, who to wonder least 
Are prone, when near the haunted spot they pass 

By daylight, and the mystic circle see. 

Memorial of the night's festivity. 
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Now the caldron of the sea 
Troubled seethes continually; 
And shore-waters with sand red 
Fluctuate discolour^; 
H 2 
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On the far-off tortuous brine 

Olive lustres greenly shine; 

And a blue and gleamy streak 

Tints the farthest wavy freak 

Of wild Ocean. To the shore 

Ceaseless press the waters hoar ; 

And the wave-struck cavernous rocks 

Groan with fitful thunder-shocks, 

Which reverberating near, 

Sharp and sudden strike the ear. 

Two twin-cliffs from land exiled 

Stand, amid the tumult wild 

Of stormy waves, or 'mid the smoothed 

Salt-blue streams by summer soothed ; 

On either side the narrow bay, 

Alike in bulk and height are they; 

Ever stand they each defiant 

Like a nothing-fearing giant ; 

Each is rugged, and one's head 

Shagged with furze, where no feet tread. 

With quaint visage peer they out 

On the sullen waves, which pout 

At their feet^ or make wild bounds 

Up their sides, like leaping hounds. 

Here the fisher's dusky skiff 

Rests beneath a beetling cliff. 

From this bay an oared boat 

May with easy transit float 

'Neath a rocky arch, and so. 

After penetrating thro' 

This loop-hole, enter a new chamber 

Of blue Thetis ; those who clamber 
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To the summit, thence no less 
Well perceive a round recess, 
Cliff-engirt, and cavernous, 
Where the waves seeking to house 
Themselves, are forcibly cast out. 
And retreat in foaming rout, 
Bellowing, like wolves or bears 
Torture-driven from their lairs. 



A EIDE ON PEGASUS. 

01 ■)(pviTaiarvKa Kovpa )(d\iv6v 
IlaXXar rjveyK' PiNDARI Olymp. xiii. 65. 

On a mystic dreamland mead, 
I beheld the winged steed 

That erst bore Bellerophon : 
Pallas standing by his side 
Bridled him for me to ride ; 

So I leapt his back upon. 

Then the courser, after champing 
The gold bit awhile, and ramping, 

As I gathered up the rein. 
Darted forward, lightly springing. 
Evenly his hoofs outflinging 

O'er the broad and level plain. 

'Neath the light of dewy morning 
Went in pride the steed, as scorning 

On the dull coarse earth to tread ; 
And anon the vales low-lying. 
And deep chasms, he traversed, plying 

His strong pinions wide outspread. 



102 A RIDE ON PEGASUS. 

Whilst thus airily progressing, 
And his fetlocks closely pressing 

To his sides, that steed of might 
Carried me ; behind us ever 
Mountain, forest, vale, and river 

Whirled away in hasty flight. 

Onward, where a sand-waste bare 
Basked, returning glare for glare 

To the sun that fiercely glowed : — 
But the sultry air, retreating 
From his rapid pinions' beating, 

In cooled waves about me flowed. 

Soon, his broad wings still outdarting, 
Stroke on stroke the air disparting, 

High above an inland sea. 
Passed o'er many a gem-like island. 
Till was reached the adverse highland 

Clothed with growths of herb and tree. 

Farther yet our destination : — 
From that summit's loftiest station 

On the air his strength he cast ; 
And o'er meadland, breadth of tillage, 
City, fortress, town, and village, 

Fleeted, of an empire vast. 

Dropped the sun's languescent splendour 
To the gold mist soft and tender 

Of a hazy afternoon, 
Whilst still onward, onward, going, 
I was wafted by the rowing 

Of his wings that day of June. 
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And the swiftness wherewith darted 
That celestial horse great-hearted, 

Seemed my senses to o'erwhelm. 
Reason, — she who through the tides 
Of Thought's sea the swift mind guides, — 

Scarce, methought, could hold the helm. 

Onward borne, I sat beholding 
Scene on scene, in turn unfolding, 

Breaking, rushing, on my ken; 
Till at last the steed descended, 
When the day was wellnigh ended. 

In a deep and lonely glen. 

Thence he bore me, pacing slowly 
Up a rocky gorge which lowly 

'Twixt vast barrier mountains lay; 
Where, beneath the outthrust shoulders 
Of huge, massive, fallen boulders, 

Upward wound a narrow way. 

As the pass more deeply darkened. 
His ears erect and quivering hearkened 

To dull sounds that boomed around ; — 
Hollow, ever-haunting, noises. 
Tones of supernatural voices 

From above, and from the ground. 

Ha ! what spectral meteors glimmer. 
What pale forms gigantic shimmer, 

In the defile's deep recesses ! 
Snorting wildly, neighing loudly. 
He but throws his head up proudly. 

Scarcely swerves, and onward presses. 
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Night her throne ascendeth quickly, 
And the starry spangles thickly 

Shine, as morning's diamond drops : 
Yonder the gorge-barriers riven 
Open out a width of heaven, 

And a group of mountain tops. 

'Neath the starlight's trembling lustre 
The more lowly mountains cluster 

All about one loftiest height : 
Of that summit grandly rising, 
Sky-aspiring, earth-despising. 

Soars confest the sovran might. 

Thither turning then his shining 
Bold bright eye, as though divining 

That his earth-course there must close, 
Pegasus his wings expanded, 
And flew upward, till he landed 

On the peak that loftiest rose. 

In that lonely place benighted. 
From his back I then alighted, 

And his head freed from the rein. 
Say, Sir Poet, to bestride him. 
And a summer's day to ride him 

Thus, oh ! would'st thou not be fain ? 

He his head depressing, panting. 
Seemingly refreshment wanting. 

With one hind-hoof smote the mount: 
Coruscating sparkles glinted 
From the rock so sternly dinted ; 

And out-welled a limpid fount. 
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Viewing it with eager look, 

One long draught the courser took ; 

Then his head upraised to mark 
With his clear celestial eyes 
His own station in the skies, 

Which his absence had left dark. 

Quickly on his haunches reared. 
In a moment disappeared 

Pegasus from mortal eyne ; 
Like an arrow from a bow, 
Springing from the earth below. 

In the fields of heaven to shine. 

A -WOODIiAlirD VIEW. 

From loop-holed boughs I viewed extending far 
A sylvan scene ; — how pleasant to behold ! 

How sweet! No volumed clouds conspired to mar 
The blue serene of heaven. The aery gold 

Of the low sun o'er the horizon's bar 

Gleamed radiant. Summits, clad with many a fold 

Of wavy trees, sloped gently to a valley 

Which stretched toward the west its winding alley. 

Like some sublime and faery citadel, 
In the extremest distance, one blue hill 

Above the ridges green its hazy swell 

Upreared. The landscape beautiful and still 

Seemed like a hermitage, wherein might dwell 
A Genius of the woods. To take my fill 

Of its calm loveliness, awhile I stayed 

Under an elm's leaf-interwoven shade. 
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The early evening, or late afternoon, 

Had touched with softest tint the meadows fair, 
Reposing 'neath the smiling sky of June ; 

And Zephyr scarcely stirred with balmy air; 
The teeming earth was rich with Summer's boon 

Of herbs and flowrets fresh ; and everywhere 
Glowed penciUings of beauty, meet to vie 
With those of Hellas, or of Sicily. 



PAN AND SYEINX. 

The nymph Syrinx ran 
From goat-footed Pan, 

Who sought the coy beauty to gain. 
Through grove, over lawn. 
Like a startled fawn, 

In the haunts of the shepherd swain. 

Her long yellow hair. 
From her forehead fair, 

Streamed back, as she hastened her flight, 
Like a cloud that flies 
Through the wind-swept skies, 

Or a swift comet's trail of light. 

Her face all a-glow. 
She came to the flow 

Of Ladon's clear stream which arrested 
With its current fleet 
Her uncertain feet 

Whose speed had so rudely been tested. 
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On each Naiad sister 
She called, to assist her, 

Thus asking them succour to give her : 
' O grant me escape, 
'By changing my shape, 

' Ye Nymphs of the fountain and river ! ' 

They heard, and the prize 
Was snatched from the eyes 

Of Pan, at the end of the race; 
For, greatly dismayed, 
He seized not the maid. 

But only some reeds in her place. 

' Ah, cheat ! ' then he cried ; 
But the reeds replied. 

With murmurs, reproving his error; 
And still as they trembled, 
Their shaking resembled 

The shuddering emotion of terror. 

But some consolation. 
To soothe his vexation. 

Pan found in a pipe which he made 
Of the reeds, to blow 
On whose wax-joined row, 

Was his solace in grot and glade. 
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Spirit that givest to this opaque globe 

A nature more ethereal than its own, 
Investing things terrestrial with a robe 

Of brightness borrowed from a world unknown ! 
Thou claimest everywhere a proud dominion, 

When from the cavern of the human brain, 
Thy birthplace, springing with elastic pinion. 

Thou seek'st a palace for thy lofty reign. 
The things of earth and sky and sea 
Colours of beauty take from thee. 
The sun, in realms of ether glowing, 

Marvels to see thine immaterial might 
Beauty and loveliness bestowing, 

Like his own world-illuminating light. 
Earth at thy touch, like lyric instrument, 

Is tuneful, and her sister worlds reveal 
Their secrets to thine ear, ever intent 
To harbour whispers of their mysteries ; 
Whilst thine inspired enthusiastic eyes, 

With piercing ken, their hidden sights unseal ; 
And hence are framed thy vocal harmonies. 

Where shall I track thine evanescent form? 

In the lone region of the pathless sky, 
Where pass alternate scenes of calm and storm, 

Thou hast a tower of speculation high. 
There sitt'st thou, wrapt in robe of golden lustres. 

Or overwrought with bright innumerous stars, 
Spangling its sable folds with vivid clusters. 

Thou know'st a cavern where primeval bars 
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Steadfast and close-compacted keep 
The basement of the watery deep ; 
Whither vast Anarchy retreated, 

By Light and Order from Earth's surface driven, 
When her adornment was completed, 

And she was purged of old chaotic leaven. 
The monster unforbidden there abides, 

And oft his huge and ruinous hands explore 
The rugged fibres of its gloomy sides, 
Having the will but not the power to rend 
The ponderous pillars; and his gripings send 

Shudders throughout Earth's frame of agony sore, 
Foreboding tokens of her destined end. 



But far more gently pleasing art thou found. 

Rejoicing in the ornament of Earth, 
Where the sky-climbing sun makes warm the ground. 

And gives the primrose and the violet birth : 
Where purplish lilac's tufted bunches blending 

With the laburnum's wreath of yellow flowers. 
In fair profusion streamer-like depending. 

Diversify the green of springtide bowers : 
Or where crimson roses bloom. 
Breathing half-divine perfume ; 
And from Earth's altar, softly rising, 

A flowery incense steams, and Nature's skill 
Is featly day by day devising, 

For her apparel, garlands newer still. 
With thee I wander to a green retreat 

Where Beauty's chalice, full of odorous wealth. 
Deluges Sense, with an o'erwhelming sweet: 
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With thee I wander, when, in autumn day, 
Both woods and fields sere mellow tints display, - 

Even when Winter, with insidious stealth, 
Rends the year's coronal flower by flower away. 

spirit, mighty in this wondrous earth ! 
Spirit of Loveliness ! no idol fane 

To thee I rear, though of transcendent worth 
Thou art, and to our race a glorious gain. 

1 list the tones excited by thy finger. 
Thrilling the vast lyre of the universe ; 

And in the halls of thy achievements linger, 

Of sculpture, or of painting, or of verse ; 
Yet with reserve ; — for I, alas ! 
Have seen reflected in a glass. 
Thy form of truthful grace divested ; — 

Oh, grief! — have heard the echoes of thy voice 
Like ravings of a fiend invested 

With Death's own lurid pallor. To rejoice 
In that foul image is no true delight. 

Thy presence only then to me is dear, 
When some faint glory of celestial light 
Softens thy haughty-seeming countenance ; 
Some angel note tempers thine utterance : 

Then only I regard thee without fear, 
And lap myself in thy subduing trance. 
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A LEVEL space crowns yonder height, 
Where gorse and heather wildly grow; 

The gorse alone in spring blooms bright. 
In autumn both together blow. 

O'er that uncultivated space 

I've wandered lonely many a day, 

To look on Nature's rustic grace, 
From town and city far away. 

Long years have passed since I beheld 
The vision of a maiden bright, 

Whose violet eyes my spirit quelled. 
And dazed my senses with their light. 

Tha' never since that fatal hour. 
Her angel form has met my ken. 

Yet its remembrance has the power 
To drive me from the throngs of men. 

Ah, well-a-day! that phantasy, 
As with the touch of magic wand, 

Changed all the dross of earth, for me, 
Into the gold of fairy land. 

That wild and visionary boon 

Taught me the mystery of the sun. 

And all the meaning of the moon. 
And of the bright stars every one: 
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The songs of winds both loud and low, 
The secrets of the mystic sea, 

Whose solemn tones to thunders grow, 
Or sink to calm monotony : 

What all the fay-like flowers express, 
Red, violet, yellow, white, or blue, 

Of joy, and truth, and loveliness, 
By odorous breath, or vivid hue : 

The themes of every feathered clan, 

Whose hearts and throats, like living lyres, 

With strains beyond the art of man 
Great Nature's sacred might inspires. 

What veil from me her beauty hides? 

Perchance in yon celestial height 
She with some angel mate abides. 

Beyond the reach of human sight. 

Or has some demon dared to woo 
The maiden dwelling not in heaven, 

Such as that fiend who whilom slew 
Raguel's daughter's husbands seven.? 

I seek her when at dewy dawn. 

What time the stars to shine desist, 

Both lowland vale and upland lawn 
Are wrapt in veil of hanging mist. 

I seek her when the risen sun 

Tinges with golden light the hills, 

And, glancing in his glory, run 
Fresh-beautified the gushing rills. 
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I seek her when the sun forsakes 

The precincts of the western sky, 
Where purple shores bound golden lakes, 

In which enchanted islands lie: 

When in deep midnight skies serene 

The moon is floating beautiful, 
And all the stars around their queen, 

Smit by her beams, wane pale and dull. 

I seek her in a glen's recess, 

Where on each side a rocky wall 
O'ershades the silvery water-tress 

Crisped in its never-ceasing fall : 

Or where a lake's untroubled breast, 
Which mountains clothed with pines surround. 

Like Lethe's self appears to rest. 
So stilly are its depths profound: 

Where around towers of gloomy guise 

Which faded centuries outlast. 
Repeat their ancient histories 

The deep low voices of the Past : 

Where in green glooms entrancingly 

The nightingale her descant pours. 
Whose wild voluptuous ecstasy 

Up to the verge of madness soars : 

Where beneath dewy Morning's smile 

Circles the lark in upward flight. 
His spiry way fain to beguile 

With shrilly utterance of delight: 
I 
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Where a soft-flowing river serves 
To animate a woodland scene, 

And characters with silvery curves 
The sameness of the level green. 

Goaded by dark despondency, 
I talk to her within my brain, 

As though my spirit's urgency 

Response from her could thereby gain. 

My senses her attraction feel, 

Just as towards the Northern Pole 

Is turned the slender quivering steel 
By some invisible control. 

My soul in subtle bonds she holds, 
And rules me with a secret sway. 

And by her inspiration moulds 

The thoughts I think, the words I say. 

So moorland wild, and bosky dell, 
And solitary mount I haunt, 

The thrall of a resistless spell, 

Whom Death alone can disenchant. 



KPONOY TYPHI. 

'ErfiXaf Aiof oSoi' jrapa Kpovov Tvpcriv' 

PiNDARI Olymf. ii. 70. 

PiNDARUS, the lyrist olden, 

Sang of isles where flowers expand 

Their undying petals golden 
On the lake, and on the land ; 
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Where always Ocean's cooling breeze 
Sways the fair blossoms on the trees. 



Leaden-ey^d Sorrow never 
Enters these Elysian bowers, 

Where in festal triumph ever, 

Garlanded with those sweet flowers, 

Spirits dwell, with joy elate, 

Victors alike of Death and Fate. 

There old Cronos hath dominion, 
There is reared his palace bright, 

A jewelled dome : Time's dusky pinion 
Casts no shadow on its light. 

All there, as in the golden days, 

His equitable sceptre sways. 

His sere locks of shining argent 
Are like winter's morning rime. 

Or the spray that flecks the margent 
Of blue Ocean's waste sublime ; 

And in his bland majestic eyes 

The soft light beams of evening skies. 

Rhadamanthus, the redresser 

Of deceit and noxious ill. 
Is the monarch's prompt assessor, 

And the mouthpiece of his will ; 
But Rhea's majesty alone 
Participates the sovereign's throne. 
I 2 
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Spirits great of former ages 

Are the nobles of his court, 
Poets, prophets, warriors, sages. 

Who on earth have left report; 
Whose deeds Mnemosyn^ repeats 
To those who fill their vacant seats. 

There, in meadows prankt with lilies 

And the fragrant asphodel, 
Peleus, Cadmus, and Achilles, 

Heroes of old story, dwell. 
With others who the earth illumined, 
Ere Fate their mortal dust entombed. 

There is many a pine-tree alley. 
Many a flow'ret-sprinkled lea, 

Many a fair sequestered valley 
Winding to the azure sea. 

Whose laughing waves press to the strand, 

Eager to greet that blissful land. 

Lovers, who were disunited 
By the gloomy Stygian flood. 

There find love with love requited. 
And past ill with present good. 

Existence, like a pleasant dream, 

There glides in sweetly flowing stream. 

There such golden light is glowing 
As the painter's magic hand, 

Grace on common scenes bestowing, 
Borrows from the elfin land, 

Where all things beautiful appear, 

Bathed in a wondrous atmosphere. 
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No misgivings for to-morrow 

There can present bliss destroy ; 
And no shades of coming sorrow 

Overcloud the light of joy. 
The monster, which we call Despair, 
In those blest islands has no lair. 



THE ABBEY. 

' The mochill grei abbei.^ — ANCIENT POEM. 

A BROAD majestic river swerves 
To either side in silvery curves, 
Cutting a fruitful plain, which lies, 
Far from the blue sea's boundaries, 
In a great island. On this plain, 
The haughty churchman's broad domain. 
Stands a far-famed and ancient pile : — 
No other structure in the isle 
Excels Uhe mochill grei abbei.' 

Deep down within the glassy stream 
The self-same walls inverted seem 
To tend towards a nether sky. 
Through which white fleecy cloudlets fly, 
As in the wind-swept heaven above. 
Chequering the vivid blue, they move; 
And the same cloud-propelling breeze 
Ruffles the umbrage of the trees 
Around 'the mochill grei abbei.' 
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Cloud-shadows darken, sunbeams glance, 
Alternate o'er the fields' expanse. 
Far hills aerially blue 
Bound the wide plain. An avenue 
Of limes which yellow pendants bear. 
Rich as the gems which beauties wear, 
O'ershades the level pathway straight 
Which to a massive iron gate 

Leads from ' the mochiU grei abbei.' 

Arching their necks with conscious pride 
Of beauty, smoothly, softly glide 
On yonder reach two snowy swans ; 
An ancient bridge the river spans, 
Joining the stream-divided road ; 
And here and there the thatched abode 
Of rural labourer breathes its smoke. 
And, as the hawthorn to the oak, 
Is to 'the moc hill grei abbei.' 

Of all the wealth which stream and field 
And guarded park and forest yield, 
The mitred abbot is the lord ; 
For him large granaries treasure hoard ; 
For him the ploughshare delves the soil, 
And on the glebe the rustics toil; 
For husbandry a goodly part 
Of the rich produce of her art 

Pays to ' the mochill grei abbei! 

After the reign of storm and frost 
Nature regains the grace she lost ; 
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Primrose and violet re-appear, 
The same fair flowers which Spring endear; 
The green leaves sprout from root and branch ; 
But each and all the seasons blanch 
These ancient walls. Still hoarier grows, 
Like some old head contracting snows, 
Each year ' the mochill grei abbei.' 

The plaintive bell whose accents holy, 
Charming the ear of Melancholy, 
Die far upon the distant air. 
Proclaims the various hours of prayer; 
And, at the prescript ritual, 
The solemn chant devotional. 
Thrilling the sculptured chapel's stones, 
Rises with slow and mellow tones 
Around 'the mochill grei abbei.' 

Within its dim and stony cells 

Rigid Asceticism dwells, 

A spectre wan, which, like an owl, 

Sits lonely, wrapt in sable cowl : 

Yet could not the warm passion cease 

Of Abelard for EloYse, 

Though conscious of its hopeless doom : — 

O hymeneal love ! thy tomb 

Is in ' the mochill grei abbei' 

In this majestic pile I see 
A type of the soul's slavery ; 
Yet I deny not Rome her claim 
To beauty, howsoe'er I blame 
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Her tenets false, her bigot rage 
Written in blood on history's page. 
But, what! — the fawning tigress trust ?- 
Rather let crumble to the dust 

Forthwith ^ the mochill grei abbei.' 



TO ELLEN". 

Ellen, long years have passed since last I came 
A summer-guest to this secluded shore. 

Where Nature's placid features are the same 
As erst they were, but thou art seen no more. 

Well I remember that full harvest moon, 

Above yon waters' horizontal line 
Rising, suffused with fiery red which soon 

Changed to a radiance silvery and benign : 

How brightly shone upon the ocean's breast 

That far oasis, — her reflected light. 
Partaking of the trembling waves' unrest. 

But yet an image of serene delight ! 

A gloom is on the objects I behold. 

The objects which thy presence made more fair : 
Enchanting once, now cheerless seem and cold 

The varied spells of Ocean, Earth, and Air. 

And what thou art I know not, nor would know ; 

Better for me the mystery of thy fate, 
Than the assurance of thine utter woe, 

Or, what I cannot share, thine happy state. 
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Wistful the rustic sacred tower I view ; 

The little town beside the changeful sea ; 
The towering cliffs which seem as if they drew 

Their rugged foreheads backward haughtily. 

More harmonizes with my present thought 
Yon marsh unbroken by a single ridge, 

Which cleft by dikes, — sole works upon it wrought, 
Stretches towards a dim and distant bridge ; 

From which a river glides serene and slow 
Along the side of this wide grassy plain : 

The punctual sea-tides, as they ebb and flow, 
Its winding hollow channel fill or drain. 

But now the waters have retired, and left 
Its deep and slimy bed exposed to sight. 

Vacant and dreary as a soul bereft 
Of every youthful vision of delight. 

'Tis past; — yet Memory's twilight ray reveals 
The ghosts of all those former hopes and fears, 

Which perished, crushed by Time's resistless wheels 
That ever move in swiftly circling years. 
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KING ARTHrrB'S EPITAPH. 

Hie jacet Arthurus, rex quondam, rexque futurus. 

In the famed Isle of Avalon, it is in legends told, 
How they buried noble Arthur, the knight and king 

of old, 
And how upon his tomb they graved a verse of 

mystery, — 
' Here Arthur lies, in time past king, and king again 

to be.' 

Among the ruins which beside fair Glastonbury 

stand, — 
Sole relics of her Abbey, erst the proudest in the 

land, — 
Once I lingered, deeply musing on that old roniantic 

time 
When Arthur and his gallant knights of manhood 

were the prime. 

The ruins, hoar with age, reposed amid as green a 

shade 
As classic fancy rears around a satyr-peopled glade ; 
And, mellowed by the verdant screen, the joyous 

sunlight shone 
On window arch, and buttress old, with ivy overgrown. 

Oh ! is there one who gazing on these crumbling 

piles of stone, — 
Remembrancers and monuments of generations 

gone,— 
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Feels not the grandeur of the Past, which still sur- 
vives decay, 

Like the long twilight that outlives a brilliant summer 
day. 

How pleasant are these leafy shades and verdant 

fairy lawns. 
Fit bowers and resting-places for the forest-haunting 

Fauns, 
Who to the ruin grey and old for pastime might 

repair, 
Descend into the caverned depth, or climb the 

rugged stair. 

Alternate sheets of light and shade chequered the 

grassy slopes. 
The shades like sombre memories seemed, the lights 

like golden hopes; 
The cloisters greenr with lichens, — once the pride of 

Britain's isle, — 
In the bright sunshine seemed to wear a melancholy 

smile. 



More solemn are these ruined courts, when 'gainst 

the dusky sky 
The dark leaves overhead extend their clustering 

canopy ; 
When the dew is softly falling, and moonlight, chill 

and pale, 
Gleams on the water-courses in the level lowland 

vale. 
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Where on the glassy surface of the willow-bordered 

deep 
The white and orange lily-flowers are folded as in 

sleep ; 
And nought except the brown owl's hoot, or bark 

of watchful hound, 
Invades the dreamy spell with which the slumbering 
earth is bound. 

In such a midnight's holy calm, more than in garish 

day, 
The solemn Genius of the Place asserts his weird 

sway ; 
And sinks more deeply in the mind that verse of 

mystery, — 
' Here Arthur lies, in time past king, and king again 

to be.' 

I wot that Arthur is at rest, a rest which nought 

may break, 
Until the relics of mankind at the last day awake ; 
And yet I deem this mystic verse to be no vain 

pretence, 
If only rightly we areed its figurative sense : 

For e'en already hath he come again, as long agone 
A second time Elias came, when came the Baptist 

John. 
Arthur again hath Britain's isle defended from her 

foes. 
And 'neath Augusta's lordly dome the hero's bones 

repose. 
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When the red battle flamed and roared upon the 

Belgian plain, 
In him who led the victor host king Arthur lived 

again ; 
And the wide world shall with his fame to future 

ages ring, 
As with the exploits it hath rung of Britain's ancient 

king. 

The sacred dust of Arthur sleeps 'neath Glaston's 

ruined pile, 
While still his name, a household word, resounds in 

Britain's isle; 
And, conscious of her ancient fame, England recalls 

her might, 
And casts away all slavish fear, and combats for the 

right. 

True-hearted king! although on earth thou comest 

not again, 
With Christ and with his saints in heaven thou shalt 

hereafter reign ; 
And, as a king thou wast before, a king again shalt be, 
As saith the legend of thy tomb, — the verse of 

mystery. 

STANZAS. 

From the cliff's verge I looked upon the main 
Calmed by a dull October windless day; 

Dim clouds o'er all the sky maintained their reign. 
And the wide watery curve looked greenly gray; 
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But, in the middle of the briny waste, 
A silver gleam shot from a single rift 

In the heaven's mantle, and the gloom displaced 
From some far waves, where fell its argent drift. 

E'en thus, life's devious track is mostly sad. 
And dark clouds intercept joy's sunny gleam. 

Save where the smile of love, or friendship, glad 
Some lonely spot illumines with its beam. 



THE YEW-TREE. 

Where embleming immortal life, the yew-tree casts 

its shade, 
The worn-out garment which inwrapt the deathless 

soul is laid ; 
And still, beside the resting-place which memory 

endears, 
Its scarlet berries yearly fall, dropping like ruby 

tears. 

That tree of mystery, jealous of the sunshine free 

and warm, 
Seems to breathe o'er Death's dominion a soporific 

charm, 
Shading, like Melancholy's self, the slumber of the 

dead. 
As though in silence it bewailed Lifers glory that 

is fled. 
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By day it fosters darkness, and in middle hush of 

night, 
When the white moon in dark blue sky is shining 

fair and bright, 
And, in the stillness of repose, the blithe winds 

hold their breath, 
Its shadow on the churchyard path falls like the 

shade of Death. 

Remembrancer of ancient time, witness of ages 
gone. 

It keeps a watch o'er grassy mound, and monu- 
mental stone; 

And underneath its dense dark boughs abides a 
heavy gloom. 

Like the mysterious veil that shrouds the secrets 
of the tomb. 

GOOD NIGHT. 

Good-night! good-night! we lay thee down, with 

earth's sore travail worn j 
Sweet dreams attend thy sleep until the resurrection 

morn ; 
Thou art escaped from Error's snare, from Sorrow's 

canker-blight ; 
Whatever storms on us may lour, with thee it is 

good night. 

Thou wilt not heed, thou wilt not know, within 

the peaceful grave, 
How angry nations rise to war, like stormy wave 

on wave. 
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The aged earth, with jarring shocks, may to her 

centre shake, 
And cities tremble to their fall, but thou wilt not 

awake. 

Alike to thee are winter's frost and summer's fiery- 
blaze ; 

The genial freshness of the spring and autumn's 
golden haze ; 

To thee the storm is as the calm, the night is as 
the day; 

The gorgeous-vested evening's red as morning's 
early grey. 

The tenement of clay, that held the vital light, is 

dark ; 
No more the myriad-fibred frame owns Thought's 

electric spark ; 
But on the gloomy cloud of Fate Hope sheds a 

glory bright. 
Farewell ! thy sun of life is set ; — with thee it is 

good night. 



HANGMAN STONE. 

' Lapis sacer.' Livii xli. 13. 

Old stone, beside a three-cross-way, upon this ver- 
dant hill, 

What wouldst thou say, if thou hadst mind, and 
utterance, and will. 
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To tell of all the by-gone scenes,, by wasting time 

effaced, 
Which thou hast witnessed since the day which here 

first saw thee placed? 

Perchance thou'dst tell of Druid forms around, — a 

solemn show, — 
Co-mates of weird ambrosial oak and olive mistletoe ; 
Of awful rite and sacrifice, — old superstition's dower, — 
And vows made to conciliate some vague-imagined 

power. 

Or else of less mysterious rites, used at a later day, 
Thou'dst tell ; when o'er these fertile fields imperial 

Rome held sway ; 
How village swains to Terminus their festal homage 

paid, 
And thee with garlands many-hued of fairest flowers 

array'd. 

Perchance thou'dst tell how here they brought the 

choicest of their corn. 
And of all other various fruits that fill up Plenty's 

horn ; 
Propitiatory offerings — the year's results begun, — 
Acknowledgments of benefits — their rural labours 

done. 

Thou mightst relate how such things were in ages 

long before 
This hill yon firs of Scottish race upon its brow 

upbore ; 

K 
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Which from their tawny boles and limbs a warm 

and ruddy gleam 
Reflect, as though they sympathized with Phoebus' 

glowing beam : 



Longer before the neighbouring grove of lofty beechen 

trees 
Was grown, which softly-whispering sway their 

leafage in the breeze : 
Old landmark of the fields ! perchance, such scenes 

thou mightst declare 
Here witnessed since these rural bounds were made 

thy jealous care. 



Wouldst thou such things relate ? Thou mightst ! 

In sooth we cannot tell. 
One darker tale thou couldst recount, and that we 

know full well ; 
How once a wight, foredoomed to death, (the tale 

hath oft been told,) 
Shouldered, and to thy seat conveyed, his plunder 

of the fold. 



Ill-fated wretch! he hither came, beneath the dark- 
ened sky, 

Conducted to this mystic place by evil destiny : 

To rest him from his load, perchance, he thought, 
and take his rest ; 

And here he perished in his sin, impenitent, unblest. 
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Morn showed that he, old stone! on thee a life- 
less body lay, 

Garroted by the cord wherewith he had secured 
his prey. 

None knew how long his eyeballs glazed stared on 
the night-air dim, 

After the agony had ceased that thrilled each quiver- 
ing limb. 



Thus was he seen by passers-by — a miserable 

sight — 
The victim of his own misdeed wrought on that 

fated night. 
E^en thus, the villagers relate, he perished here 

alone, 
And call thee still, thou relic quaint! in memory, 

'Hangman Stone.' 
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SAPPHO. 

Serenely throned in fair .^gean isle, 

Betwixt more distant European shores 
And nearer light of Asia's radiant smile, 

That gilds the wave which Hellespont outpours ; 
Impassioned queen of ancient poesy ! 

I tune the echoing lyre, that tells of love, 
To those few plaintive notes erst sung by thee, 

Which century-borne still lightly float above 
The abyss of gulphing Time ; for they to truth 

Must wedded be ; since she who fondly sung 
Her hapless passion for the Lesbian youth, 

With haggard grief and disappointment stung, 
Sealed their sure worth, when, from Leucates steep. 

To quench love's flame, she dared the fearful leap. 



136 SONNETS. 



ON" A MARBLE HEAD OF ALEXANDER 
THE GREAT. 

Bright front and bold, by hyacinthine locks 

Gloriously shaded, and on jutting neck 
Advanced, as if to challenge dangerous shocks 

Of conflict, or to guide a battle's wreck ! 
But pause : — those eyes are too sublimely raised. 

And with a partial frenzy are on fire, 
As if the mighty soul that through them gazed. 

With inward sting of conquest's fierce desire ; 
Which parts the lips, and strains the ardent cheek 

And nostril ; though full-gorged with victories. 
Yet still insatiate, from the gods did seek 

Another world to conquer. So, her eyes 
A Maenad, in her inspired fit, upturns ; 
Or Sibyl, when the god within her burns. 
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ON A MARBLE HEAD OP POMPEY 
THE GREAT. 

Great Cnseus Pompey ! in whose marble face 

Marks of firm wisdom, and majestic thought, 
Grand irony, and god-Hke skill, I trace; 

And also lines, by which, more finely wrought. 
Are modesty and gentleness imaged : 

Blest in thy wedlock, prosperous in war. 
From youth, in Europe, Afric, Asia, waged ; 

Just scaping sick-bed death, (ill-prosperous star !) 
Thou wast o'erthrown in fight ; then basely slain : 

Yet better could'st thou brook such fate forlorn. 
And Fortune's ghastly frown which linked thy name 

To woeful memory, crossing former gain. 
Than cold mechanic Caesar could have borne 
To lose the gilding of a pageant fame. 
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STONEHElSraE. 

Uncouth memorial of ancestral Eld ! 

Whose mammoth bones, dusky, and worn, and gray. 
Are grouped upon this lone plain, and beheld 

At distance, like cloud-phantoms, flouting day 
With sombre strangeness; — in forlorn decay, 

Gaunt piles ! ye linger, whispering each to each 
The secrets of that antique Druid sway 

Which ye erst felt ; — secrets beyond sure reach 
Of our intelligence. Your structure's law 

From hints we image, like faint sunrays cast 
Across the mind, and wondering, strive to draw 

Your mysteries from the gloom of ages past ; 
Then, gazing on your ruined circle, deem 
We view a sacred fane, or quaint celestial scheme. 
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CHATTERTOW. 

A MIND o'erwearied with the endless fret 

Of pride, and anger, and lip-quivering scorn, 
Was his who, deep-entangled in the net 

Of poverty, to lofty thought was born. 

Bright, fiery, energetic, was the morn 
Of his brief life ; but, ere the tide of noon, 

The sun of his fierce spirit was o'erworn 
By black eclipse which overshadowed soon 
Its struggling lustre: as the envious moon 

Drives her broad disc, in summer-time, between 
The earth and sun, and darks a morn of June ; 

So Fate all suddenly did intervene 
Between him and the world ; and much affright 
The gazers took, — so sudden came the night. 
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KEATS. 

Thy life was like a gorgeous summer day: 
Fresh blue and gold encanopied the morn 

Of the poetic brilliance which lay 

Athwart thy fields of flowering song unshorn, 
Rich and abundant as the poppied corn : 

And then mid-day, — when eminent the sun 
Of poesy, as o'er a world new-born, 
Stood o'er thy sea of verse, thy realm of thought, 

Illumining the whole. Ah ! swiftly run 

The sands of man's performances: soon brought, 
Rich evening came to thine, with colours fraught 

Of all magnificence, and with shades of might 
Tempered : and thence mankind an image caught 

Of beauty rare and loveliness ; — then night. 
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UNREQUITED LOVE. 

O UNREQUITED, unrequited, love! 

The bitterest wormwood in life's mingled cup! — 

'Tis ill to keep, yet hard to give thee up ; — 
* So dear to us our fellest curse may prove, 
That we would rather have it, than remove ; 

Although 'tis known that, every time we sup 

The noxious draught, we do but rashly dup 
The door through which fresh troops of sorrowj move. 
Love mutual is health ; but unreturned. 

The soul's disease, an ever-gnawing pain, 
A morbid passion whose deep stigma burned 

Into the mind, doth always there remain. 
'Tis striving against Fate, when passion spurned 

Clings to its object madly, but in vain. 
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THE RELEASE. 

I NOW upon a bed of roses lie, 

No longer vext with the inhuman jest 
Of hateful Cupid, who, with agony 

Of countless rankling thorns, assailed my breast. 
He, like some tedious savage demon-eyed, 

Kept me suspended o'er half-smothered flame ; 
Nor, for my torture, can I yet decide 

Whether that imp, or I, was most to blame. 
And while the monster small did me befool. 

My pangs he relished as a dainty bit: 
So some vain tyro, in the surgeon's school. 

Makes mock at pain and death with puny wit. 
Thus much I know, that crafty he must be. 
If he again can find a dupe in me ! 
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A SCEM"E IN WILTS. 

An undulating space is widely spread, 

Whose glebe bright charlock paints with yellow 
streaks ; 
The frequent saint-foin tints with lustre red 

Far hilly summits ; and the chalk-cliff freaks 
With white the view ; and lower down are seen 

Some distance-shaded elms : close-textured grass 
Lies far and wide, garbing with pleasant green 

The shallow earth ; and oft is seen to pass, 
Rolling, like single wave, along the sward, 

A shepherd's flock ; the cultivated field 
Has, here and there, smooth-vested Nature marred: 

The kingcup's wonted gold is wide-revealed 
In meadows low where Avon softly glides, 
Wooing the willowy banks that hem his lucid sides. 
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MAY. 

O May ! where hauntest thou ? or by the side 

Of silver-gushing stream whose willowy banks 
Are fresh and pleasant ? or where Flora's pride 

With golden flowers the broad green meadow 
pranks ? 
Earth's carpet swells to meet thy footstep light : 

Thou art soft-voiced, sweet-breathing : in thy face 
Roses with lilies blend ; thine eye is bright 

As heaven, and heavenly is thy youthful grace. 
Thou bear'st a chalice dropping nectar-showers 

On Nature's living jewels, and apace 
Repairest winter's ravages; 'neath bowers 

Of gilded emerald, in some dim place, 
Thou sittest oft, where the bird builds his nest, 
Scheming how Earth may beauteously be drest. 
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TO THE COWSLIP. 

Spring-child of early growth, that lovest to bear 

A golden chalice, featly shaped, and pent 
By light-green leafiness, for Flora fair 

A votive offering, softly redolent 
With musky incense-fume ; in verdant tent 
Thy goblet lay; but soon 'neath Phcebus^ shine 

All-golden flushed from green imprisonment. 
Five orange-tinted drops, like lees of wine. 

Lie in the hollow of thy rounded cup, 
Adding rare richness to that bloom of thine ; 

As though relics of nectar-draught drunk up, 

Or spilt from slanting indents golden-wrought. 
Ere, freshly peering o'er the horizon line, 

Phoebus a rushing flood of daytide brought. 
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SUMMER. 

From leafy hedges comes the pleasant breath 

Of cows that seek the trees which overshadow 
Green resting-places, where they lie beneath 

The woven boughs and leaves, and view the 
meadow, 
Where haymakers upturn the tangled wreath 

Of brown and fragrant grasses ; or the mower, 
Plucking his whetstone from its belted sheath, 

Makes tuneful grating. Now the freshening 
shower 
Falls cool from heaven, whereat the earth rejoices, 

And seems to suck the grateful moisture in ; 
And then a thousand tiny murmuring voices 

Of weary leaves and flowers, which begin 
To stretch their curved necks, are heard like strings 
Of harps which sound to fairy fingerings. 
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TO MELISSA. 

Lady! within my heart's most sacred bower 

A flower behold, which blooms for thee alone ; 

The sun propitiously upon it shone, 
When it unfolded in a happy hour : 
My love for thee, believe me, is that flower : 

Thy smiles, like rays of heaven's great orb of 
light, 

Give it a hue and perfume exquisite. 
Then let not scorn's inhospitable power. 

Or disregard's keen frost its blooms oppress. 
And make it palely wither, fade, and die: 

'Tis thine its growth to blight, or else to bless ; 
Its vital force to minish or supply ; 

For it is nourished by the gentleness 
Of thy lip's breath, and sweet light of thine eye 
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BENGEEVILLE. 

O Summer, rich in scenes tender and fair! — 

A farm-house amid tree-girt fields reposing ; 
A bare brown knotty stump erect in air; 

A full dike from green-tufted grass disclosing 
Its diamond ooze; the labyrinthine maze 

Of field-paths ; and sweet wafted clover scent 
That floats on eddying air ; the sun's last rays ; 

The throstle's song; cool eve's soft blandishment; 
All join to take the sense, and charm the mind, 

With thy strange sweetness : and attentive thought 
An evident witness of the Maker sees ; 

And hears, in the still scene with beauty fraught, 
A voice telling of Him whose high decrees 
The harmonious scheme of Nature's works designed. 
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